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10 
Sir Jon EYLES; Bart. 


Member of Parliament for, and Alderman of ; 
the City of London, and Sub-Governot of: 
the Sou h- Sea Company. 4 


81. 


F Tragic Poetry be, as Mr. DH. 
FA N den has ſomewhere ſaid, the mot 
excellent and moſt uſeful Rind 
ot Writing, the more extenſively. 
* uſetul the Moral of any Tragedy 
is, the more excellent that Piece muſt be of: 


is Kind. 


I hope I ſhall not be thought to inſmuate, 
that this, to which I have preſumed to prehx. 


your Name, is ſuch: That depends: on its 
Fitneſs to anſwer the End of Tragedy; the 


exciting of the Paſſions, in order to the cord 
berting fuch of them as are criminal, eicher. 


1 . .... —rͤ 


in their Nature, or through their Exceſs. 
Whether the following Scenes do this in any 
tolerable Degree, is, with the Deference that J 
becomes one who would not be thought vain, # 
lubmitted to your candid. and impartial | 
Judgment. . | b | | 


* 
4 
f 


What J would infer is this, I think, evi- 
dent Truth, that Tragedy is fo far from ö 
loſing its Dignity by being accommodated to | 
the Circumſtances of the Generality of Man= 
Kind, that it is more truly auguſt, in Propor=. 
tion to. the Extent of its Influence, and the 
Numbers that are properly affected by it: 
As it is more truly great to be the Inſtrument 4 
et. Good to many, who ſtand in need of out 
A ſſiſtance, than to a very ſmall Part of that. 


Or" Sree ˖—— OT" 


| It Princes, &c. were alone liable to Miſ- 
fortunes ariſing: from Viee or Weakneſs in 

themſelves or others, there would be good 
Reaſon for confining the Characters in Tra- 

gedy to thoſe of ſuperior Rank; but ſince E 
the contrary is evident, nothing can be more 
ceaſonable, than to proportion the Remedy to 
the Diſcaſc. 5 5 


I am far from denying, that Tragedies, 
founded on any infirudtive and extraordinary.” 
Events in Hiſtory, - or well-invented Fables, 
where the Perſons introduced are of the highs 
| 3555 | eit. 
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DEDICATION. xi 
eſt, Rank, are without their Uſe, even to the 


| Bulk of the Audience. The ſtrong Contraſt be- 


tween a Tamerlaus and a Bejaxet may have its 


Weight with an unſteady People, and con- 
tribute to the fixing of them in the Intereſt: 


of a Prince of the Character of the former; 


when, thro' their own Levity, or the Arts of 


deſigning Men, they are render'd factions and 


_ uneaſy, tho? they have the higheſt Reaſon to 


be ſatisfied. The Sentiments and Example 


of Cato may inſpire his Spectators with a 


juſt Senſe of the Value of Liberty, when 


they ſee that honeſt Patriot prefer Death to 
an Obligation from a Tyrant, who would 


facrifice the Conſtitution of his Country, and 


the Liberties of Mankind, to his Ambition 
or Revenge. 1 have attempted, indeed, to 
inlarge the Province of the graver Kind of 
Poetry, and ſhould: be glad to ſee it carried 
on by ſome abler Hand. Plays, founded on 


moral Tales in private Life, may be of admi- 


rable Uſe, by carrying Conviction to the- 


Mind, with ſuch irreſiſtible Force, as to en- 


5 gage all the Faculties and Powers of the Soul 
in the Cauſe of Virtue, by ſtifling Vice in its 


firſt Principles. They, who i nagine this to 
be too much to be attributed to Tragedy, 
muſt be Strangers to the Energy of that noble 
Species of Poetry. Sbabeſpear, Who has given 


ſuch amazing Proofs. of his Genius, in that, 
as well as in Comedy, in his Hamlet, has. che 
N following Lines: FE . 


— 


viii Tha BE DIC AT ION. 
Had he the Motive and the Cauſe for Paſſion 
That I hawe, he aven d d own the Stage with Tears, 
And cleave the gen ral Ear with horrid Speech 3" 
| Make mad the Guilty, and appal the Free, 
Confound the Ign'rant, and amaze indeed 
The.cery Faculty of Eyes and Bars. 


And farther in the ſame Speech; 


Poe heard that guilty Creatures at a Play. 
 Haweby the ery Cunning of the Scene, 

Been jo ſtruck to the Soul, that preſently: 

They hade proddaim'd their Malefactiant. 


Prodigious ! yet ſtriftly juſt, But I ſhall not 
take up your valuable Time with my Re- 
marks; only: give me Leave juſt to obſerve, 
that he ſeems ſo firmly perſuaded of thePow- 
er of a well-written. Piece to produce the Ef- 
ſect here aſcrib'd to it, as to make Hamlet, 
venture his Soul on the Event, and rather 
truſt that, than a Meſſenger ſrom the other 
World, tho' it aſtum'd, as he expreſſes it, 
his vablæ Father's Form, and aſſur'd him, that 
it was his Spirit. 1% have, ſays. Hamlet, 
Grounds more relative: 
I a att Binn, 
u herein Til catch the Conſcienee of the King. 


Such Plays are the beſt Anſwers to them 
*ho deny the. Lawfulneſs of the Stage. 


Cons. 


|. Th DEDICATION ix 
1 Conſidering the Novelty of this Attempt, 
; I thought it would be expected from me to 
15 ſay ſomething in its Excuſe : And I was un- 
| _ willing] to-- loſe the Opportunity of ſaying 
Tay ſomething ofthe Uſefulneſs of Tragedy in 
general, and what may be reaſonably expect- 
4 ed from the farther Improvement of this ex- 
| cellent Kind of Poetry. . 


Ar, | 3 

I hope you will not think I have ſaid too 

much of an Art, a mean Specimen of which 

I am ambitious enough to recommend to your 
| Favour and Protection, A Mind, conſcious 
| of ſuperiour Worth, as much deſpiſes Flat- 
tery, as it is above it. HadT found in my 


I ſhould not have choſe Sir Jahn Eyles for my 
Patron. And indeed the beſt-written Pane- 
gyriek, tho” ſtrictly true, muſt place you in 

a Light much inferior to that in which you 
have been long fix'd by the Love and Eſteem 
of your Fellow=Citizens: whoſe Choice of. 
ff you for one of their Repreſentatives in Par- 
liament has ſufficiently declar'd their Senſe 
of your Merit: Nor hath the Knowledge of 
your Worth been confin'd to the City. The 

| Proprietors of the South=Se: Company, in 
which are included Number: of Perſons, as. 
cConſiderable for their Rank, Fortune, and 
| Underſtanding, as any in the Kingdom, gave 
the greateſt. Proof of their Confidence in your 
. Capa- 


felt an Inclination to ſo contemptible a Vice, 


x The DEDICAFION. 
Capacity and Probity, by chuſing you Sub- 
Governor of their Company, at a Iime, when 
Their Affaits were in the utmoſt Confufion, ard 
= their Properties in the greateſt Danger: Nei- 
ther is the Court inſenſible of your Import- 
ance, I fhall not therefore attempt a Cha- 
racter ſo well known, nor pretend to add any 
thing to a Re put ation ſo well eſtabliſrd. 


Whatever others may think of a Dedica- 
tion, wherein there is ſo much ſaid of other 
Things, and fo little of the Perſon to whom it 

is addreſſd, 1 have Reaſon to believe, that _ 
you will the more eaſily pardon it on that ; 


very Accouutz 
Jam, VVV 3 
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| Spoken _ Ci BER, jan. 


＋ H E Tragick Mufe, ſublime, delights to gie 
Princes diſtreſt, and Scenes of Royal Woe ; 

In awful Pomp, majeftick, to relate 

he Fall of Nations, or ſome Hero*s Fate: 

That ſcepter d Chiefs may by Example know 


k The ftrange Viciſſitude of Things below ; 
4 


What Dangers on Security attend; 


Hao Pride aud Cruelty in Ruin ad; . 


Hence Providence ſupreme to know, and own 
| Humanity adis Glory to a Throne, 
x cry former Age, and foreign Tongue, 
' With Native Grandeur thus the Goddeſs ſung 2 
pen our Stage, indeed, with wiſh'd Succeſs, . 
Yowye ſometimes ſeen her in an humbler Dreſs ; 
Great only in Diſtreſi. Woen foe complains = 
In Southern's, Rowe?s, or Otway®s moving Strains, 
The brilliant Drops that fall from each bright Eye, 
7 be abſent Pomp, with brighter Gems, ſupply, 
Forgive us then, if we attempt to ſpew, 


1 5 1 humbler Strains, a Tale of pricvate Woe. 
* ö London Prentice ruin'd is our Theme, 


Drawn from the fam'd old Song that bears his Name. | 


; | V hope your Taft is not fo high to ſearn 


A Moral Tale eſteem' d ere you were born; 
. Which for a Century of rolling Years, 
5 Het filPd a thouſand thouſand Eyes with Tears. 
If thoughtlejs Youth to warn, aud ſhame the Age 
e Vice diſt ucti ve, well becomes the Ys F 
I thisE n Innocence enſure, 
Prevent our Juilt, or Sy. R-fleftion cure; | 
* 1 Millwoad's fria iu! Grimes, and ſad Deſpair, 
_ Commentthe Virtut of the Good and Fair; 


Thy) Art B. aw. nting, and our Numbers fail, 


q Tadulze thy IT in A ta the Tale. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


Thorowgood, 5 VN. a 5 
Barnwell, Uncle to Geargs Mr. Roberts, 


George Barnwell, Mr. Cibber, jun. 


Trueman, | Mr. V. Mills 


=. Mr. R. Wetkerilt, 


WOMEN. 


Maria, | 888 Mrs. Cibber. 
| Millwood, . Mrs. Butler. 
Lucy, | Mrs Charte. 


Wes, © 


Officers, with their Attendants, Keeper, and Footmen 


8 CE N E London, and an adjacent Village. 
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Ny Ari einn; 
A Room in Thorowgood®s Houſe. 
+3 nter Thorowgood and Trueman. 
\ 4 in i 2 CRUEMSN, 
' SAGQWIR, the Packet from Genoa is arriy d. 
„ i Letters 
Ss de Ther, Heaven be prais d! The Storm 
ESTES that threaten'd our Royal Miſtreſs, 
Fes Religion, Liberty, and Laws, is fora 
Time diverted : The haughty and revengeful Spaniard, 
_ diſappointed of the Loan on which he depended from 
Genoa, muſt now attend the flow Return of Wealth 
from his new World, to ſupply his empty Coffers, eber 
he can execute his purpos'd Invaſion of our happy Iſland 
By this Means, Time is gain'd to make ſuch Prepara- 
| „ . A 2 
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14 The Lowpon Mxzxcnanrt : Or, 


tions on our Part, as may, Heaven concurring, prevent 


his Malice, or turn the meditated Miſchief on himſelf. 
Tr. He muſt be inſenſible indeed, who is not affected 


when the Safety of his Country is concern d. Sir, may d 


I know by what Means?—If I am too bold— _ 
Thor. Your Curioſity is laudable ; and J gratify it 
with a greater Pleaſure ; becauſe from thence you may 
learn, how honeſt Merchants, as ſuch, may ſometimes 


contribute to the Safety of their Country, as they do at 
all Times to its Happineſs ; that, if hereafter you ſhou'd 
be tempted to any Action that has the Appearance of 


Vice or Meanneſs in it, upon reflecting on the Dignity 
of our Profeſſion, you may, with honeſt Scorn, reject 
whatever is unworthy of it. 
Tr. Shou'd Barnwell, or I, who have the Benefit of 
your Example, by our ill Conduct, bring any Imputa- 


tion on that honourable Name, y we muſt be left without | 


_ Excuſe. 


Thor, You compliment, young Man, — FTroeman 
bows reſpectfully.] Nay, I'm not offended. As the 
Name of Merchant never degrades the Gentleman, ſo 
by no Means does it exclude him; only take heed not 
to purchaſe the Character of Complaiſant at the Expence 


of your Sincerity.—But to anſwer your Queſtion. The 
Bank of Genoa had agreed, at an exceſſive Intereſt, and 
on good Security, to advance the King of Spain a Sum 


Of Money ſufficient to equip his vaſt Armado; of which 


our Peerleſs ELIZABETH (more than in Name the Mother 
of her People) being well inform'd, ſent Wal ſingham, 


her wiſe and faithful Secretary, to conſult the Merchants 
of this Loyal City; who all agreed to direct their ſeve- 
ral Agents to in fluence, if poſſible, the Genoęſe to break 


their contract with the Spaxz/ Court. Tis done; the 


State and Bank of Genoa, having maturely weigh'd, and 


_ rightly judg'd of their true Intereſt, prefer the Friend- 


ſip of the Merchants of London to that of a Monarch, | 


: who proudly ſtiles himſelf King of both Indies. 


Tr. Happy Succeſs of prudent Councils ! What an 


Expence of Blood and Treaſure is here fav'd! Excellent 
Queen ! O, how unlike thoſe Princes, who make the 
* 


* 
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g Cauſe to doubt your Prudence. 
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Danger of foreign Enemies a Pretence to oppreſs their 
Subjects by Taxes, great and grievous to be borne 
Ther, Not ſo our gracious Queen! whoſe richeſt 


Exchequer is her People's Loves as their Happineſs her 
greateſt Glory. 


Tyr. On theſe Terms to defend us, is to make our 


Protection a Benefit worthy Her who confers it, and well. 
worth our Acceptance —Sir, have you any Command 8 


for me at this Time? 
Ther. Only look carefully o over the Files, to 15 whe- 


the; there be any Tradeimen' s Bills unpaid ; if there be, 
ſend and diſcharge *'em. We mult not let Artificers loſe 
their Time, ſo uſeful to the Public, and their Families, 


in unneceſlary Attendance. [ Exit Trum. Enter Maria. 
Well, Maria, have you given Orders for the Entertain- 
ment ? 1 wou'd have it in ſome Mealure worthy the 


Gueſts, Let there be Plenty, and of the beſt, that the 
bene a may at leaſt commend our Hoſpitality. 


Ma, Sir, I have endeavour'd not to wrong your well 


known Generoſity by an ill-tim*d Parſimony. 


Thor, Nay, 'twas a needleſs Caution: 4 have no F 


Ma. Sir, 1 find myſelf unfit for Converlation'; "& | 


ſnou'd but increaſe the Number of the Company, With 


out adding to their Satisfaction. 
T hor. Nay, my Child, this Melencholy muſt not : be 


indulg'd. 


Ma. Company will but increaſe i it: I wifh you wou'd 


_ diſpenſe with my Abſence. Solitude belt ſuits my pre- 
_ ſent Temper. 


Ther. You are not inſenſible, that i it is chiefly on your 


| F theſe noble Lords do me the Honour ſo fre- 
: quently to grace my Board. Should you be abſent, the 


Viſappointment may make them repent their Condeſcen- 
ſion, and think their Labour loſt. 


245” ite thac tail think his Time eee len in © 


1 viſiting you, can ſet no real Value on your Daughter's 
Company, whoſe only Merit is, that ſhe is yours. The 


Nan of Quality, who chuſes to converſe with a Gentle- L 
„ Ba. man 


2 — —— 
— Doonan} We — 


16 7% Lox box Mexcnant: Or, 


: AV ———ñꝛ 
22 
— — — 


man Merchant of your Worth and Characte 
fer Honour by ſa doing, but he loſes none. 


Ther. Come, come, Maria, I need not tell you, that $I 
a young Gentleman may prefer your Converſation to 


mine, yet intend me no Diſreſpe& at all; for, tho' he 


may loſe no Honour in my Company, *tis very natural 
for him to expect more Pleaſure in yours. I remember 
the Time, when the Company of the greateſt and wiſeſt 
Man in the Kingdom would have been infipid and tire- 
| ſome, if it had depriv'd me of an Opportunity of en- 


joying your Mother's. 


Ma. Your's, no doubt, was as agreeable to her; for 
generous Minds know no Pleaſure in Society, but where 


tis mutual. 


Tpor. Thou know'ſt I have no Heir, no Child but 
thee; the Fruits of many Years ſucceſsful Induſtry muſt 
all be thine : Now it would give me Pleaſure, great as my 
Love, to ſee on whom you would beſtow it. I am daily 
ſollicited by Men of the greateſt Rank and Merit for 
Leave to addreſs you; but I have hitherto declin'd it, 
in hopes that, by Obſervation, I ſhould learn which way 
your Inclination tends ; for, as I know Love to be eſſen- 
tial to Happineſs ia the Marriage State, I had rather my 
Approbation ſhould confirm your Choice, than direct it. 
Ma. What ean I ſay? How ſhall T anſwer, as [ ought, 
this Tenderneſs, ſo uncommon, even in the beſt of Pa- 
rents? But you are without Example; had you been leſs 
_ indulgent, I had been moſt wretched. That I look on 
the Croud of Courtiers that viſit here, with equal E- 


ſteem but equal Indifference, you have obſerv'd, and I 


muſt needs confeſs; yet had you aſſerted your Authority, 


and inſiſted on a Parent's Right to be'obey'd, I had ſub- 
mitted, and to my Duty ſacrific'd my Peace. 


Thor. From your perfect Obedience in every other In- 


ſtance, I fear'd as much; and therefore would leave you 


without a Biaſs in an Affair wherein your Happineſs is ſo 
immediately concern'd, W F 

z Ma. Whether from a want of that juſt Ambition that 
wou' d become your Daughter, or from ſome other Cauſe 

I know not; but find high Birth and Titles dont re- 


r, may con- | 


C 


Ro Pn | 
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commend the Man, who owns them, to my Affections · 


por. I wou'd not that they ſhou'd, unleſs his Merit 


recommends him more. A noble Birth and Fortune, 
though they make not a bad Man good, yet they are a 


real Advantage to a worthy one, and place his Virtues 


in the faireſt Light. 


Ma. I cannot anſwer for my Inclinations ; ; but th ey 


ſhall ever be ſubmitted to your Wiſdom. and Authority; 
and as you will not compel me to marry where I cannot 
love, Love ſhall never make me act contrary to my Du- 
ty. — Sir, have I your Permiſſion to retire? 


= Bor. PU ſee you to Nen. N [Exeunt,” 


SCENE II. 


4 Room i in Millwood's Houſe. 
| Millwood at the Toile Lucy waiting. 


Mil. Hoy. 45 Look 66 Dave Lact # 5 
Lucy. O killingly, Madam A little more 


Þ Red, and you'll bo irreſiſtible !- But why this more 


than ordinary Care of your Dreſs and Complexion 1 
What new Conqueſt are you aiming at? 


Mill. A Conqueſt wou'd be new indeed! | 
Lucy. Not to you, who make em every Day—but 


to me — Well! 'tis what I*m never to expet—unfor- 


tunate as I am — But your Wit and Beauty— 


Mill. Firſt made me a Wretch, and ſtill continue me ſo. 


Men, however generous or ſincere to one another, 


are all ſelfiſh Hypocrites in their Affairs to us. We 


are not otherwiſe eſteem'd or regarded by chem, but as 
Wie contribute to their Satisfaction. 


Lucy. Vou are, certainly, Madam, on the wrong 


Sidde, in this Argument: Is not the Expence all theirs? 


And Jam ſure it is our own Fault, of we han't our 


| Share of the Pleaſure, 


| Mill, VVe are but Slaves to Men, 3 
0 5 Lucy 
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Lucy, Nay, tis they that are Slaves moſt certainly ; ; 


| for we lay them under Contribution, 
Mill. Slaves have no Property 5 no, not even in them- | 


ſelves. All is the Victor's, 
Lncy. You are fcangely pe! in your Principles, 


Madam | 
J /. 1 would have my Conqueſts compleat, like thoſe 
of the Spaniards in the New World; who firſt plans : 
der'd the Natives cf all the Wealth they had, and then 
condemu'd the eee to che Mines for Life, to wong : 
for mae. 5 
Lucy. W ell, I ſhell never approve of your Scheme T 


of Government: I ſhould think it much more politic, as 


well as juſt, to find my Subjects an eaſier Employment. 
Mill. It's a general Maxim among the knowing Part 
of Mankind, that a V Voman without Virtue, like a 
Man without Honour or Honeſty, is capable of any 
Action, tho” never ſo vile: And yet what Pains will they 
| not take, what Art not uſe, to ſuduce us ſrom our Inno- 
cence, and make us contemptible and wicked, even in 
their own Opinions ?. Then, is it not juſt, the Villains, | 
to their Coſt, ſhould find us ſo? But Guilt makes them 
_ ſuſpicious, and keeps them on their Guard ; therefore 
we can take Advantage only of the young and 3 innocent 
Part of the Sex, who having never injar'd V Voman, ap- 


prehcnd no Injury from them. 
Lucy. Ay, they muft be young indeed! 


Mill. Such a one, I think, 1 have ſound.— As I've | 


pais'd through the City, I have often obſerv'd him re- 


ceiving and paying conſiderable Sums of Money; from 
thencel conclude he's employ'd in Affairs of Conſequence. 


Lucy. Is he handſome ? | 

Mill. Ay, ay, the DOE. is wel made, and has a 
vod Face. 

Lucy. About 

Mill. Ei. hteen. 

Lucy. Innocent, handſome, and about eighteen !— 


: You'll be vaſtly happy. —V Vhy, if you manage well, 
vou may keep him to yourſelf 18 two or three Years. 


Mill. 
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Mill. If I manage well, I ſhall have done with him 
Much ſooner. Having long had a Deſign on him, and 
meeting him Yeſterday, I made a full Stop, and gazing 


wiſhfully on his Face, aſk*d him his Name: He yuluſtd. 


and bowing very low, anſwer'd, George Barnwell, 1 
begg'd his Pardon for the F reedom | had taken, and 
told him, that he was the Perſon I had long wiſh'd to 
ſee, and to whom I had an Affair of Importance to 
communicate, at a proper 'Time and Place. He nam'd 
a Tavern; I talk'd of Honour and Reputation, and 
invited him to my; Houſe. He ſwallow'd the Bait, pro- 
mis'd to come, and this is the Time I expect him. 


[ Knocking at the Door. ] Somebody knocks. D'ye 


hear? 1 am at home to nobody To-day, but him. 


[Exit Lucy.) Leſs Affairs muſt give way to thoſe of 


_ Conſequence ; and I am ſtrangely miſtaken, if this does 
not prove of great Importance to me, and him too, be · 

fore 1 have dene with him. Now, after what manner 
| ſhall I receive him? Let me conſider What manner of 
| Perſon am I to receive? He is young, innocent, and 
baſhful; therefore I muſt take Care not to put him out 
of Countenance at firſt, But then, if I have any Skill 


in Phyſiognomy, he is amorous ; and with a little Aſ- 


| fiſtance, will toon get the better of his Modeſty. Pl. 


e*en truſt to Nature, who does Wonders in thele Mat- 
ters.— If to ſeem what one is not, in order to be the 


better lik'd for what one really is; if to ſpeak one thing, 


and mean the direct contrary, be Art 1 in a VVoman— | 


I know nothing of Nature, = 


8 Enter Barnwell, bowing very erb, Lucy at a « Diſtance, 


Mill. Sir | the Surpriſe and Joy ! 
Barn, Madam! 
Mill. This is ſuch a Favour ! | [ Advancing, 
Barn, Pardon me, Madam | 
Mill. So unhop'd for ! [Sil advantet. 

[Barnwell /alutes her, TY retires in Confuſion. 

Mill, To tee you here !—Excuſe the Confalion. _ 
Baru 1 fear. I am too bold, — _ 
| M. H, | 
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Goodneſs in conferring it. 
to come. 


religious Obſervers of their VVord. 
Barn. All, who are honeſt, are. 


Mill. To one another; but we ſimple 8 are ſel- 


your Remembrance. 


ments on a very particular Subject. 


on any Subject: I have none that I would Sacre. 
Mz11. Yowll think me bold, g 
Carn. No, indeed. 


Mill. MWhat then are your Thoughts of Love? ? 
thought ef it at all. My Youth and Circumſtances make 


the general Love we owe to Mankind, I think no one 


- wiſh, and wou'd not promote, were it in my Power. In 


but above all, my Friend, 


"Mill. You have a Friend then, whom you love? 
Barn. As he does me, ſincerely. | 


| pany and "Converſation. 


Mill. Alas, Sir! I may juſtly apprehend you think me 
ſo —PÞleaſle, Sir, to ſit— I am as much at a Loſs to re- 
ceive this Honour as I ought, as I am forprif'd at your AD 
Bern. 1 A you had expefted me : 1 promis'd 5 


Mill. That is the more ſurpriſing; few Men are euch 


dom thought of Conſequence enough to gain a Place in 


[Laying her Hand on his, as by Accident. 8 
Barn. Her Diſorder is ſo great, ſhe don't perceive ſhe 
nas laid her Hand on mine.—Heayns ! how ſhe trem- 
dles! —V Vhat can this mean? [Alde. 
Mill. The Intereſt I have in all that relates to you, 
{the Reaſon of which you ſhall know hereafter) excites 


my Curioſity ; and were I ſure you would pardon my 
Preſumption, I ſhould defire to know your real Senti- 


Barn. Madam, you may command my REY Thoughts : 


Barn, If you mean the Love of Women, I have not 
ſuch Thoughts improper in me as yet: But if you mean 


bas more of it in his Temper than myſelf. I don't know 
that Perſon in the World, whoſe Happineſs I don't 


an eſpecial Manner 1 love my Uncle, and my Mafter ; 


Mill. He is, no doubt, often bleſ6*d wih your Come = 


Barn. VVe live in one Houſe, and both terre the - 
fame worthy Merchant. Mili. 
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Mill. Happy, happy Youth! whoe'er thou art, I en- 
vy thee, and ſo muſt all, who ſee and know this Youth, 


What have I loſt, by being form'd a Woman? I hate 


my Sex, my ſelf. — Had I been a Man, I might, per- 
haps, have been as happy in our Friendſhip, as he 


: who now enjoys it: But as it is— Oh f_ 


Barn. I never obſerv'd Women before, or this is ſure | 
the moſt beautiful of her Sex, Aſide.] You ſeem 


| diforder?d, Madam: May I know the Cauſe ? 


Mill. Do not aſk me ;— I can never ſpeak it, what⸗ 


ever is the Cauſe.— wiſh for Things impoſſible. 1 
wou'd be a Servant, bound to the ſame Maſter, to live | 
in one Houſe with you. 


Barn. How ſtrange, and yet how kind, her Words 
and Actions are! And the Effect they have on me is as 


ſtrange.— fee! Deſire I never knew before. —I muſt 
be gore, while I have Power to 90. LA 4, 2 | 
. 1 humbly take my Leave. 


Mill. Yau will not ſure leave me fo ſoan ! 5 
Barn, Indeed I muſt. 


Mill. Vou cannot be ſo cruel! I have preper d. a Poor | 
Supper, at which I promis'd my-ſelf your Company. 


Barn, I am ſorry I muſt refuſe the Honour you des 


ſign'd me; but my Duty to my Maſter calls me hence 


never yet neglected his Service: He is ſo gentle, and 


| fo good a Maſter, that ſhould I wrong him, tho' he 
might forgive me, I ſhould never fergive my: ſelf. 


Mill. Am I refus'd by the firk Man, the ſecond Fa- 
vour I ever floop'd to aſk ? Go then, thou proud, falſe- 


hearted Youth ;—but know, you are the only Man 


| that cou'd be found, who wou'd ler me ſue twice for 
KN pour. Favours. 


Bats” VVhat tall 1 do) How Pall I g or ay 7 - 
| Mill. Vet do not, do not leave me. I with my Sex's 


Pride wou'd meet your Scorn: But when I look upon 


you, when |[ behold thoſe Ey. Oh ſpare my Tongue, 


and let my Bluſhes this Flood of Tears to that will 


force its VVay) declare what YVoman's Modeſty 
: fhould hide, ; | 


Barn, 
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Barn. Oh, Heav*ns ! ſhe loves me, erte as I 


am, Her Looks, her Words, her flowing Tears con - 


feſs it. And can I leave her then Oh never, ne- 
ver. Madam, dry up your Tears, You ſhall command 3 


me always: I will ſtay here for ever, if you'd have me. 


Lucy So! ſhe has wheedled him out of his Virtue 
of Obedience already, and will ſtrip him of all the reſt, 


one after another, till ſhe has eſe, him as few as hex 


Ladyſhip, or my ſelf. lade. 
Mill. Now you are kind indeed ; but I mean not to 
detain you always: I would have you ſhake off all laviſh 
Obedience to your Maſter ; but you may ſerve him ſtill. 


Lucy. Serve him ſtill '—Ay, or he'll have no Op- 


portunity in fingering his Caſh ; and then he'll not ſerve 
your End, PU be ſworn. 146 de. 


| Enter Blunt, 
Blunt, Madam, Supper s on the Table. 


Mill. Come, Sir, you'll excuſe all my Defedcts. My 
Thoughts were too much employ'd on my Gueſt to 


obſerve the Entertainment. 


[E xeunt banden an" Millwood, f 

1 Blunt. What! | Ts all this Preparation, this elegant Sup- 

per, Vari ty of Wines, and Muſick, for the . | 
ment of that young Fellow ? | 


2 So it ſeems. 


Blunt. What is our Miſtreſs . Fool at laſt ? She” * 


in love with him, I ſuppoſe. 


Lucy. I ſuppoſe not. — But ſhe deſigns to make him 


in love with her, if ſhe can. 


Blunt. What will ſhe get by that? He ſeems under 


Age, and can't be ſuppos*d to have much Money. 


Lucy. But his Maſter has; and that's the ſame Thing, 4 


asſh e'll manage it. 


Blunt. I don't like this fooling with «handfome young ; 
Fellow; while ſhe's endeavouring to enſnare him, ſhe n 


may be caught her-ſelf. 


Lucy. Nay, were ſhe like me, that would certainly 
be the Conſequence ; for, I confeſs, there is ſomething . 


in n Youth and Innocence that moves me mightily. 


Blunt, | 
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Blunt. Ves, ſo does the Smoothneſs and Plumpneſs 


1 of a Partridge move a mighty Defire in the Hawk to be 


the Deſtruction of it. 
Lucy. Why, Birds are their Prey, as Men are ours; 


though, as you obſerv'd, we are ſometimes caught our- 
. ſelves :—But that, I dare ſay, will never be the Caſe 


with our Miſtreſs. 5 
Blunt. I wiſh it may prove ſo; for you lain we all 


depend upon her : Should ſhe trifle away her Time with 
a young Fellow, that there” $ nothing to be got by, we 


may all ftarve. 
Lucy. There's no Danger of that ; for I am ſure me 
has no View in this Affair, but Intereſt, ; 
Blint, Well, and what Hopes are there of Succeſs 
in that? | 
Lucy, The moſt promiſing that can be.—'Tis true, 
the Youth has his Scruples; but ſhe'll ſoon teach him to 
anſwe. them, by ſtifling his Conſcience. O! the Lad 


is in 2 : hopeful Ways depend on't,  Excunt. 8 


1 e and i -ſcovers Barnwell and Millwood at 


Supper. An Entertainment of Muſick and Karin. 5 
Aſter which ny come forward. 1 


Barn. What can I anſwer bus All that I know i is, 


that you are fair, and J am miſerable. 


Mill. We are both ſo, and yet the Fault is in . 
Barn. To eaſe our preſent Anguiſh, by plunging in- 
to Guilt, is to buy a Moment's Pleaſure with an Age 


of Pain. 


Mill. 1 ſhould have thought the Joys of Lav as laſts 


ing as they are great; if ours prove otherwile, - tis your 


Inconſtancy mult make them ſo. 
Barn. The Law of Heaven will not be reyersd; £ 


and that requires us to govern our Paſſions. 


Mill. To give us Senſe of Beauty, and Deſire, and 


vet forbid us to taſte and be happy, is Cruelty to Na- | 
ture. Have we Paſſions only to torment us? 


Baca. To hear you talk, tho' in the Cauſe of Vice f | 


to gaze upon your Beauty, preſs your Hand, and ſee 


your 


DC in 


In hopes Jome unknow n golden Coaſt to find, 
Comm ts himſelf; tho doubt ful, to the Wind, 
— much for Joss 4 came ger our, theſe Ift 


TCD | 
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your Snow-white Boſom heave and fail; a my 
Wiſhes ; my Pulſe” beats high; Senſes are all in a 


Hurry, and I am on the Rack o wild! Neſirè. Let 


for a Moments guilty Pleaſure, ſhall 121ofe my Inno- 
_ cence, my Peace of hid, ine Hopes vr" foltd* oy” 


pineſs? 1 n 
Mill, C Mok ar att: ! Chobe on TTY aut! Poor. 


No Joey's like N oman- Rind, no Heap 1 lite Love. 
"Bw: I — not yet muſf on,— -+ 


Relufant thus the Merchant quits his E aſe, 
And truſts to Rocks aui Sands, and forme, 17 Seas; "he 


e 


e 


A c 7 11. 8 0 E N E 1 
4 Room is Thorow good?s Houſe, | 
Enter Barnwell. | 


ed BARNWVELL. 


0 w. Wange are all Thin Zs round me 1 
Like ſome Thief, who treads forbidden 


1 fearful J enter each Apartment of this 
well-known Houſe.— Lo guilty Love, 


REED 
RE were to little, already” have I added Breach 85 

of Truſt.— A Thief! —Càn 1 know -my-lelf, 4 at 

wretched Ihing, and look my honeſt Friend and 1n1-rd 


| [Exeunt, . 


5! Ground, and fain wou'd lurk unſeen, 


i 
* 
n 


= 
. iS 
<< 
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Maſter in the Face? Tho' Hypocriſy may a while con- 
ceal my Guilt, at length it will be known, and publick 
Shame and Rain muſt enſue. In the mean Time, what 


muſt be my Liſe? Ever to ſpeak a Language foreign to 
my Heart ; hourly to add to the Number of my Crimes, 
in order to conceal em. Sure ſuch was the Condition 


of the grand Apoſtate, when firſt he loſt his Purity: 
Like me, diſconſolate, he wander'd , and while yet in 


Heaven, bore all his fature Hell about him. 


Enter Trueman. 


. Barnwell ! Oh how I rejoice to ſee you ſafe! 


ſo will our Maſter, and his gentle Daughter; who, du- 
ring your Abſence, often enquired after you. 


Barn. Wou'd he were gone; his officious Love will 


_ pry into the Secrets of my Soul. IA. 


Te. Unleſs you knew the Pain the whole Family has 


felt on your Account, you can't conceive how much you 


are belov'd:— But why thus cold and ſilent? When 
my Heart is full of Joy for your Return, why do yon 
turn away? Why thus avoid me? What have I done? 
How am U alter'd fince you ſaw me laſt? Or rather 


what have you done? And why are you thus chang'd ? 
For I am ſtill the fame. _ | et ” 
Barn. What have I done indeed? Ile. 
Tr. Nor ſpeak ! Not look upon me! —< _ 
Barn. By my Face he will diſcover all I would con- 


ceal; methinks already I begin to hate him. Alide. 


Tr. I cannot bear this Uſage from a Friend; one 
whom till now Þ ever found ſo loving; whom yet I love; 


tho' chis Unkindneſs ſtrikes at the Root of Friendſhip, 
and might deſtroy it in any Breaſt but mine. IM 
Barn. I am not well; | turning to him.] Sleep has 
been a Sranger to theſe Eyes, ſince you beheld them laſt. 


Tr. Heavy they are indeed, and ſwoln with Tears; 
——now they o*erflow ; —— rightly did my ſympa- 
thizing Heart forebode laft Night, when thou wait ab- 
ſent, ſomething fatal to our Peace. gs 


i Barn 
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Barn. Your Friendſhip engages you too far, My 


Troubles, whate'er they are, are mine alone; you have | 
no Intereſt in them, nor ought your Concern for me to 


give you a Moment's Pain. 
Tr. You ſpeak as if you knew of F riendmip nothing 


but the 8 Before 1 ſaw your Grief, I felt it. Since 
we parted laſt, 1 have flept no more than you; but pen- 
five in my Chamber fat alone, and ſpent the tedious | 
Night in Wiſhes for your Safety and Return: E'en 
now, tho' ignorant of the Cauſe, Jour Sorrow wounds 


| me to the Hearr, 


Barn. Twil not be always thus : Friendſhip and all 
Engagements ceaſe, as Circumſtances and Occaſions va- 
ry; and ſince you once may hate me, perhaps it might , 


be better for us both, that now you lov'd me leſs. 


\ T7. Sure I but dream! without a Cauſe would Barn- 
_ "well uſe me thus ?—Ungenerous and ungrateful Youth, _ 
farewel ;— I ſhall endeavour to follow your Advice. 

I Going. ] Yet ſtay, perhaps I am too raſh, and angry 


when the Cauſe demands Compaſſion, Some unforeſeen 
Calamity may have befall'n him, too great to bear. 


Barn. What Part am I reduc'd to @&? *'Tis 'vile and : 
| baſe to move his Temper thus ; ; the belt of- F riends and : 


Men. 


5 Try to compoſe your ruffled Mind, and let me know the 


Cauſe that thus tranſports you from yourſelf ; ; my friend- | 


* Council may reſtore your Peace. 
Barn. All that is poſſible for Man to do for Man, 


your generous Friendſhip may effect ; but here even 


that's in vain. _ 
Tre. Something dreadful 1s aboinkg. in your Breaſt : 


O gre it vent, and let me ſhare your Grief ; *twill eaſe 
your Pain, ſhould it admit no Cure, and make it lighter 


- by the Part I bear, 
Barn. Vain Suppoſition! my Woes Increaſe by be- 


ing oblerv's ; ſhould the Cauſe be known, they would | 


exceed all Ronde: 


Tr, So well-I know 1 thy honeſt Hean, Guilt cannot 


| harbour there, 


Tr, I am to blame ; prithee, forgive me, Doty: ü 


1 5 
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Byrn, O Torture inſvpportable !  [Apdes 
Tt. Then why am I excluded? Havel a Thought [ 
wou'd conceal from you? 

Barn. If ſtill you urge me on this hated Subject, 11 
never enter more beneath this Roof, nor ſee your Face 


n 


77. Tis ſtrange, —but 1 have done, ay but you 


hate me not. 


Barn. Hate you Il am not that Monſter yet. 
Tr. Shall our Friendſhip continue ? | 
Barn. It's a Bleſſing I never was worthy of, yet now 


_ rauſt ſtand on Terms; and but pon Conditions Can 


confirm it. | 
27. What are they? a | 
Barn. Never hereafter, tho* you ſhou'd wonder at 
my Conduct, defire to know more than I am willing to 


.---, TeVeal:;: 


Tr, Tis hard, but upon any Conditions 1 muſt be 


your Friend. 


Rao i Then, as mach as one loſt to himſelf can be 
n2ther's, J am yours. [ Embracing. 

7 7. Ee ever ſg, and may Heaven reſtore vour Peace. 
Harn. Will elterday return? — We have heard the 


glorious Sun, that till then inceſtant roll'd, once ſopp' * 


his :apid Cougle, and once went back: I'ne Dead have 


; riſen; and parched Rocks pour'd forth a liquid Stream 


to quench the People's Thirſt: The Sea divided, and 


form'd Walls of Water, while a Nation paſs'd in Safety 
through us ſandy Bottom: Hungry Lyons have reſus'd 
their Prey; and Men unhurt have walk d amidſt con- 
s Flames; but never yet did Time once alt re- 
turn. 


Tr. Tho. "the tad Chain of Tha has never 


once been broke, nor ever will, but uninterrupted muſt 


keep on its Courſe, till loſt in Eternity; it ends there 
where it firſt began; yet as Heaven can repair whatever | 
Time can bring upon us, we ought not to deſpair, 
But Buſineſs requires our Attendance ; Bulineſs, the 


Vouth's beſt Preſervative from all Ill, as Idleneſs, his 
woiſt of anden WA ou go with me ? 


. Bar ns 


PP 2 AO nf OI 


23 The London MeARcHAN T: Or, 
Barn. I'll take a little Time to reflect on what has 
paſt, and follow you. FEæit Trueman.] I might have 
| truſted Frutman, and engag'd him to apply to my Uncle 
to repair the Wrong J have done my Maſter ; but what 
of Millwood ? Muſt I expoſe her too ? Ungenerous and 
Baſe ! then Heaven requires it not—But Heaven requires 


that I forſake her. What ! never ſee her more! Does 


— Heaven require that ?--I hope I may ſee her, and Heaven 
not be offended. Preſumptuous Hope, —dearly already 
have I prov'd my Frailty ; ſhould I once more tempt 
Heaven, I may be left to ſall, never to riſe again. Vet 
| thall J leave her, for ever leave her, and not let her 
know the Cauſe ? She, who loves me with ſuch a bound- 


jeſs Paſſion.— Can Cruelty be Duty ? I judge of what 


the then muſt feel, by what I now endure, The Love 
of Life, and Fear of Shame, oppos'd by Inclination 

Arong as Death and*Shame, like Wind and Tide in 
ragiag Conflict met, when neither can prevail, keep me 
mn. doubt; how then can I determine? 


Enter Thorowgocd. 


Ther. Without a Cauſe aſſign'd, or Notice given, to 
abſent yourſelf laſt Ni ht was a Fault, young Man, and 
came to chide you for it; but hope I am prevented. 
That modeft Bluſh, the Confuſion ſo viſible in your 
Face, ſpeak Grief and Shame . When we have offended 
Heaven, it requires no more; and ſhall Man, who needs 
himſelf to be forgiven, be harder to appeaſe : —If my. 
Pardon or Love be of Moment to your Peace, look up 


ſecure of both; 


Barnwell, This Goodneſs has o'ercome me. [ A/ide, 
© Sir! you know not the Nature and Extent of my 
Offence ; and I ſkould abuſe your miſtaken Bounty to 
receive it. Tho' 1 had rather die than ſpeak my Shame; 
tho* Racks could not have forc*d the Guilty Secret ſrom 


my Breaſt, your Kindneſs has. 


"Thor. Enough, enough, whate'er it be, this Concern 
ſhews you'r convinc'd, and I am ſatisfyꝰd. How pain 
ful is the Senſe of Guilt to an ingenuous Mind —ſome 


| youth- 


— 
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vyouthful Folly, which it were prudent not to enquire in- 
to. When we confider the frail Condition of Huma- 
nity, it may raiſe our Pity, not our Wonder, that Youth 
ſhould go aſtray. When Reafon, weak at the. beſt, op- 
pos d to I nelination, ſcarce form d, and wholly unaſſiſted 
dy Experience, faintly - contends; br willugly becomes 
the Slave of Senfe. The State of Youth is much to be 
b deplor d; and the more ſo, becauſe they ſee it not, 2 
ing then to Danger moſt expor'd, when oy” are leaſt 
| F for their Defence, + 51 [ Aſides 
Harn. It will be known 5 and Wen your Pardon, . 
and abhor me. 
Thor, I never will. Yet be upon. your Guard in this 
gay, thoughtleſs Seaſon of your Life; when the Seaſon 
4 of Pleaſure's quick, and Paſſion high, the voluptuous 
Appetites, raging and kerce, demand the ſtrongeſt Curb; 
take heed of a Relapſe: When Vice becomes e 
| the very Power of leaving it is Joit, + 
Bara. Hear me, on my Knees, unde : 
Thor, Not a Syllable more upon this Subject; it were 
not Mercy, but Cruelty, to dear what muſt give you lach 2 
5 Torment to reveal. _ 
Barn. This Generoſity amazes, „ and diftrats . 
Fro. This Remorſe makes thee dearer to me, than if 
thou hadſt never offended ; whatever is your Fault, * 
this I'm certain, twas harder for you to offend, than me 
to pardon. [ [ Exio, Thor. 
| Burn, Villain! Villain! Villain ! belaly. to wrong ſo 
excellent a Man. Shou'd 1 again return to Folly I 
Deteſted Thought ;—but what of Miliwoed then? 
Why, I renounce her ;—1 give her up.— The! . — — 
a gle” s Over, and Virtue has prevail'd. Reaſon may con- 
> vinee, but Gratitune compels. N for Ge- 
* anon has fay' dme from Deſtrution. - | [Going - 
19 Euter a Footman:- - - 
Foot. Sir, two Ladies from your Uncle! in 1 the Con- 
try, deſire to fee you. 
Harn. Who Thav'd 7 be > [df ] Tellthew In. 
Wait upon em. | . 
mW (ken Hagar. 
8 . 4; ed . 
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Barn. Mehinks I dread to ſee em. Now every 


Thing alarms me. ee what a Coward | haſt Won 
made me? 


— 


scENE H. 


he me—_— 


4 Another 1 in 3 Houſe. 
| Millwood and . di Ne 4, Euter F cot man: 


Foot. Ladies, he'll wait upon you immediately. 5 
Mill. Tis very an a 1 thank you. [Exit Foot. 


1 nter a 


: D. J Onfufion ! Millwood! 5 

8 Mill. That angry Lok tells me that 

| Here I'm an anwekome Gueſt ; 1 fear id as much ; the : 

Vnhappy are ſo every where. | 

Barx. Will nothing but my utter Rok content Wee) 

Mill. Unkind, and cruel ! Loſt elt, you oP” 

; 3 is now my only Care. | 
Barn. How did you gain Admittance "Mn 1 
Mill. Saying we were deſir' d by your Uncle to vide =? 

and deliver a Meſſage to you, we were receiv'd by the 


Family without Suſpicion, and with much et ada con- 
dudted here. 


' Barn, Why did you come at all? e | 
Mill. I never ſhall trouble you more ; I'm come e to 
take my Leave for ever. Such is the Malice of my 

Fate. TI go hopeleſs, deſpairing ever to return, This 
Hour is 9 J have left, One ſhert Hoyr is all I have 


to beſtow on Love and you, for whom 1 I thought the 
longeſt Life too ſhort. g : 


Barn. Then we are met to part for ever. | 

85 B. It muſt be ſo. Yet think not that Time PR 
Ahlener ſhall ever put a Period to my Grief, or make 

me love you leſs; tho I muſt leave * yet condemn 


\ iy bot. i DATE. 8 


tion, and rejoice to hear it; 'tis juſt, 


ſolv'd to caſt me off. 
I have not learn'd to bear. 
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Barn, Condemn you! No, aue your Reſola- 


tis neceſlary, | 
1 have well weigh'd, and found it ſo. 
Lucy. I'm afraid the young Man has more Senſe than 


fie thought he had. [4/iae. 


Barn Before you came, I had determin'd never to 


ſee you more. 


Wy gt ee a he 
Lucy. Ah! we are all out; this is a Turn ſo unex. 
pefted, that I ſhall make nothing of my Part; they muſt 


een play the Scene betwixt themſelves. ; [ A/ede. 


Mill. Twas ſome Relief to think, tho' abſent, you 
would love me ſtill ; but to find, tho Fortune had been 
indulgent, that you, more cruel and inconſtant, had re- 
This, as 1 never could expect, 


Barn. I am ſorry to hear you blame i in me a Reſolu- 


3 tion, that ſo well becomes us both. 


Mill. I have Reaſen for what I do, but you have 


5 none. 


Barn. Can we want a Reaſon for parting, who have 


fo many to wiſh we never had met ? 
Mill. Look on me, Barnwell; am 1 deform'd or 
old, that Satiety ſo ſoon ſucceeds Enjoyment ? Nay, 
1 look again ; am not I ſhe, whom Yeſterday you thought 
___ the faireſt and kindeſt of her Sex? Whoſe Hand, trem- 


bling with Extacy you preſc'd and moulded thus, while 


on my Eyes you gaz d with ſuch Delight, as if Defire | 
increas'd by being fed. 


Baru. No more, let me repent my former Follies, 


if poſſible, without remembring what they were. 


Mill. Why? 


Barn. Such 3 is my Frailty, that "tis dangerous. 
Mill. Whereis the Danger, fince we are to part? 
Barn. The Thought af that already is too painful. | 
Mill. If it be painful to part, then I may hope at 


leaſt you do not hate me. 


Barn, No——no——[ never fad I e my 


| . ſ 


A. Perhaps you Pity me. 


Harn. 
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Barn I do do Indeed 1 do: 
Mill. Vop'll think. upon me. i ek: 
Barn. eee ee Jthink at all. | 
Mill. Vor may judge an Embrace at parting too great 
ec Beetle laſt. 2 i) back, 
A Locle wall chen ſuffce -E are well. for ever. 
| { Bxtunt Millwood and Lucy. 
248 If to daes ſiffer be to conquer, — * 
dry”: Victory 


bad 


{ie anfert Milvood 2 {Luey. Jo 
| Mel, One thing I had forgot ; 


I never muſt 8 


turn to my own Houſe again. This I thought proper to 


let you know, leſt your Mind ſhould change, and you 
ſhould ſeek in vain to find me there. F orgive me this 


ſecond Intrufion ; l only came to give you this denden, | 
and that t perhaps was needleſs. | 
1 


Barn. hope it was, yet it ! is kind, and 1 muſt | 


thank you for it. 


Mill. My Friend, your Arm, [To Lucy. 4 Now 1 5 


am gone for ever. long. 


Barn. One thing more: Sure there's no Danger 
in my knowing where you Ty . if you think otherwiſe— 

Mill. Alas! _ [Weeping. 

| Lucy. We are right, I find ; ; that's wy Cue. [ Aſide. 


Ab dear Sir, ſhe's Soing ſhe Knows not whnber: but 
g0 ſhe muſt. 


Barn. Humanity obliges me to 2s you wal: Why | 


will you thus expoſe yourſelf to needleſs Troubles? 


Lucy. Nay, there's no Help for jt : She muſt quit the 


Town immediately, and the Kingdom as ſoon as poſſi. _ 
ble. It was no ſmall Matter, you may be ſure, that 


could make her refolve to leave you. 
Mill. No more, my Friend; ſince he, for whoſe dear 


Sake alone I ſuffer, and am content to ſuffer, is kind 


and pities me. Where e'er J wander, thro' Wilds and 
Deſarts benighted and . that N mall g ve 
me Comfort, © | 
Barn. For my Sake | =0 tell me how : Which 
way am J ſo curs'd, as 0 bring luc Ruin on 99 
, Uiibdo 
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Mil]. No matter, 1 am contented with my Lot. 
Barn, Leave me not in this Uncertainty, | 
Mill. I have ſaid too much. 
Barn. How, how an I ths Cauſe of your Unloing? 
Mill. To know it will but increaſe your Troubles, 


Barn, My Troubles can't be greater than they are. 
Lucy. Well, well, 85 if ſhe won't ſatisfy A 1 


will. 

| Burn, | am bound to you beyond Expreſſion. 
Mill. Remember, Sir, that I debyed you not to hear it; 
Barn. Begin, and eaſe my racking Expectation, 
Lucy. Why, you muſt know, my Lady here was an 


only Child, and her Parents, dying while ſhe was young, 
left her and her Fortune, (no inconſiderable one I aſſure 
you) to the Care of a Gentleman, who has a good 


Eitate of his own. 
Barn, Ay, ay, the barbarous Man is rich enough ; ; 


but what are Riches when compar'd to Love? 


Lucy. For a while he perform'd the Office of a faith- 


$ fal Guardian, ſettled her in a Houſe, hir*d her Ser- 
vants 


o need ſay no more of that. 


But you have ſeen in what Menner ſhe liv'd, 


Mill. How I ſhall live hereafter, Heaven has 7 
Lucy. Al Things went on as one cou'd with ; till 


ſome time ago, his Wife dying, he fell violently in Love 
with his Charge, and wou'd fam have marry'd her: 
Now the Man is neither old nor ugly, but a good per- 


ſonable ſort of a Man, but I don't know how it was, 
ſhe cou*d never endure him. In ſhort, her ill Uſage ſo 


5 E him, chat he brought in an Account of his 


2cutorſhip, wherein he makes her Debtor to him.---- 
Mill. A Trifle in itfelf, but more than enough to 


ruin me, whom, by his unjuſt Account, he had {tripp'd 


of all before. 

Lucy, Now, ſhe having neither Money, nor Friend, 
except me, who am as unfortunate as herſelf, he com- 
pell'd her to paſs his Account, aud give a Bond for the 
Sum he demanded ; but ſtill provided handſomely for 
her, and continued his Courtſhip, till being inform'd 
by his 0 (truly I * ſome in her own F we | 

at 


Ig: 
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that you were entertain'd at her Houſe, and ſtay'd with 


her all Night, he came chis Morning, raving and ſtorm- 


ing like a Madman, talks no moze of Marriage, (io 
there's no Hopes of making up Matters that Way) but 
vows her Ruin, unleſs he allow him the ſame Favour 


that he ſuppoſes ſhe granted you. 


Barn. Muſt ſhe be ruin'd, or find her Refuge i in an- 

other's Arms? 

Mill. He gave me but an Hour to reſolye 3 in; chat s | 

happily ſpent with yu. And now I go 5 
Beru. 'l be expos'd to all the Rigours of the various 


Seaſons; the Summer's parching Heat, and Winter's 
Cold, unhous'd to wander, friendleſs, through the un- 


hoſpitable World in Miſery and V art, attended with 
Fear and Danger, and purſu'd wi: h Malice and Revenge. 


Wou'dſt thou endure all this for me, and can I do * 


thing, nothing, to prevent it? 
Lucy. Tis really a Pity, there can be 1 no Way found 


Barn. O where are all my Refolutions now? Like 
early Vapours, or the Morning Dew, chas'd by the | 


Sun's warm Beams, they're vaniſnꝰd and Joſt, as tho?! 


the had never been. | 

0 eee Now ] advis'd her, Sir, to comply with tte | 
Gent! leman ; that wou'd not enly put an End to her 
'T roubles, but make her F . once. 

Barn. Tormenting Fiend, away! 1 had rather pe- 
riſh, nay ſce her periſh, than have her ſav'd by him: I 
will myſelf prevent her Ruin, tho' with my own: A 
Moment 8 Patience ; Il return immediately. . 

| Exit Barnwell. | 


| | Lucy, "Twas well you came, or by what I can Mr 
| ceive, you had loſt him. 1 — 
Mill, That, I muſt confeſs, was a Danger I did not 


foreſee ; I was only afaid he ſhould have come without 


Money. You know, a Houſe of Entertainment, like 
mine, is not to be kept without Expence. 


Lucy. That's very true: But then you ſhou'd be rea- 


ſonable in your Demands ; 3 "tis pity. to diſcourage. a 
young Man. 


Mill. Leave that to me: 8 „ = Re- 
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Ne. enter Barnwell, with a Bag of Money, 1 
Barn. What am I about to do ?——Now you who 
boaſt your Reaſon all-ſufficient, ſuppoſe yourſelves in my 


Condition, and determine for me; whether tis right to 
let her ſuffer for my Faults, or by this ſmall Addition to 


my Guilt, prevent the Eſtects of what is paſt. 


Lucy. Theſe young Sinners think every Thing in 
the Way of Wickednels ſo ſtrange — 


| But I cou'd 
tell him that it is nothing but what's very common ; 


for one Vice as naturally begets another, as a Father a 
Son. 


But he*ll find out that himſelf, if he lives long 
enough. „„ | Aſide. 


Barn. Here, take this, and with it purchaſe your 


Deliverance; return to your Houſe, and live in Peace 
and Safety. n | 


MI. So I may hope to ſee you there again. ” 
Barn. Anſwer me not, but fly, leſt in the Agonies of 


my Remorſe, I take again what is not mine to give, 
and abandon thee to Want and Miſery. e 


Mill. Say you'll come. _ | Fa 
Bara. You are my Fate, my Heaven, or my Hell ; 


only leave me now, diſpole of me hereafter as you 
please. 8 


| I.eExcunt Millwood and Lucy, : 
What have J done? Were my Reflections 


Barn. 


founded on Reaſon, and ſincerely made? Why then has 


Heaven ſuffer'd me to fall? | ſought not the Occaſion ; 


and, if my Heart deceives me not, Compaſſion and 
Generofity were my Motives. Is Yirtue inconfiſtent 
With itſelf? Or are Vice and Virtue only empty Names? 
Or do they dapend upon Accidents beyond our Power 


to produce, or to prevent, wherein we have no Part, 


and yet mult be determin'd by the Event ?—But why 
| Gould I attempt to reaſon ? All is Contuſfion, Horror, | 
and Remorſe. 4 find I am loſt, calt down from all my 
late ereted Hope, and plung'd again in Guilt, yet ſcarce 
know how or why: _ © ot feds 


© Such undiftinguiſh'd Horrors make my Brain, 
Like Hell, the Seat of Darkneſs and of Pain, [Exits 
The End of the Second ACT. 
= "act 
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Ac ff. SCENE 1. 
A Room in Thorowgood'; Houſe. 
Euter Thorowgood and F: | 

7 HO RON 0 E 0 D. 


>) Ethinks I wou'd net only have you 8 
#2 the Method of Merchandize, and prac- 
tiſe it hereafter merely as a Means of 
getting Wealth: It will be well worth 
your Pains to ſtudy it as a Science, to 
"© ſee how it is founded on Reaſon, and the 


Nature of Things ; how it promotes Humanity, as it 
has open'd, and yet keeps up an Intercourſe between 


Nations, far remote from one another in Situation, Cu- 


ſtoms, and Religion; promoting Arts, Induſtry, Peace 


and Plenty ; ; by mutual Benefits diffuſing mutual Love : 


from Pole to Pole 
Tr. Something of this I have confider'd, and hope; 


by your Aſſiſtance, to extend my Thoughts much. farther. 


| T have obſerv'd thoſe Countries where Trade is promo- 
ted and encourag'd, do not make Diſcoveries to 4 

but to improve Mankind ; by Love and Þriendikip'to 
tame the Fierce, and poliſh the moſt Savage; to teach 


eſtroy, 


them the Advantages of honeſt Trafick, by taking from 


them, with their own Conlent, their uleleſs Super- 


Buities ; and giving them, in n Return, what, from their 
Ignorance of manual Arts, their Situation, or ſome o- 
ther Accident, they ſtand in need of. 998 

Thor. Tis jultly obſerv'd. The populous Faſt, land 
riant, abounds with glittering Gems, bright Pearls, a- 
romatick Spices, and Realth- reftoring Drugs: The late 


found Wellern World's rich Earth glows with unnum- 


ber'd 
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peculiar to. itſelf It 


Counts: 


mend your Diligence. 
Guide: 
always wanders perplex'd, uncertain, and in Danger. 
Are BarnwelPs Accounts ready for my Inſpection? He 


1 at my Return, ] expect to find him ready. 
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ber'd Veins of Gold and Silver Ore, On every Climate, 
and on every Country. Heaven has beftowd fe ſome Good 
the induſtrious Merchant's Buſi- 
neſs te collect dhe various Bleſlings of each Soil and 
Climate ; and with the Product of the whole, to enrich 
his native Country, — Well! I have examin'd your Ac- 
They are not only jaſt, as I have always found 
them, but regularly kept, aud fairly enter'd. I com. 
Method in Buſineſs is the ſureſt 
He who neglects it frequently tumbles, and 


does not uſe to be the laſt on theſe Occations. 


Fr. Upon receiving your Orders he retir'd, I thought, 


in ſome Confuſion. If you pleaſe, I'll go and haſten 
him. TI hope he has not been guilty of any Neglect. 


Thor. I am now going to the Exchange; let him know 
| [Excunt, 
| Enter Maria, avith & Book, Sits and reads. = 


Ila, How forcible is Truth The weakeſt Mind, in 
ſpir'd with Love of that, 
with Indifference behelds the united Force of Earth and 


fix'd and collected in itſell, 


Hell oppofing. Such Souls are rais'd above the Senſe 


of Pain, or ſo ſupported, that they regard it not. The 
Martyr cheaply purchaſes his Heaven; ſmall are his 


Sufferinge, great is his Reward. Not ſo the Wretch 


who combats Love with Duty; whoſe Mind, weak- 
en'd and diſſolv'd by the {oft Paſſion, feeble and hope- 
leſs, oppoſes its own Dehres.—— What is an Hour, a 
each Day, 2 Year of Pain, to a whole Life of Tortures 


OE. ſuch as theſe ? BE | 45 


ie Trueman, 
Tr, 0 Barwwell O my Tron. 1 how art thou 


ö fallen! 


Ma. Ha! e ! What of him? Speak, fay 


_ what of Barnwell ! 


Tr. 'Tis not to be add: 1105 News to tell of 


1 him, that will afflit your generous F ather, yourlelf, and 
all who know him, 5 


8 . 
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Ala, Defend us Heaven! 
Tr. L cannot ſpeak it. See there. 
[Trueman gives @ Letter; Maria reads,” 
T Know my A&ſence will ſurpriſe my honour” d Maſter 
I andyourſelf; and the more, when you ſhall under - 
ſtand, that the Reaſon of my withdrawing is my having. 
embezzelled Part of the Caſh with which I was entrufled. 
After this, tis needleſs to Inform you, that I intend never 
to return again. Though this might have been known, 
by examining my Accounts; yet td prevent that unneceſſary 
Trouble, and to, cut off all [Fuitlefs Expectation of my 
Raum, 1 have left this from the 4 . 
George Barnwell. 
| Tr. Loſt indeed! Yet how he ſhould be guilty of what 
| . he there charges himſelf withal, raiſes my Wonder 
LH equal to my Grief. Never had Youth a higher Senſe 
of Virtue, Juftly he thought, and, as he thought; 


1 he practis'd never was Life more regular than his. 

F Underſtanding uncommon at his Vears; an open, 

. generous Manlineſs of 'T Et his manners eaſy, un- 
Ai affected, and engaging. 5 


Ma. This, and much more, you might have faid 
with Truth, He was the Delight of every Eye, and 
Joy of every Heart that knew him. 
Ti. Since ſuch he was, and was my Friend, can 11 : 
ſupport his loſs? See the faireſt, happieſt Maid this : 
wealthy City boafts, kindly condeſcends to weep for thy 
20108 unhappy Fate, poor ruin'd Barnwell! ' 
Fit Ma. Trueman, do you think a Soul ſo delicate as his, | 
P ſo ſenſible of Shame, can e'er ſubmit to live a Slave- 
to Vice, | 
Fir. Never, never. $0 well I know kim: 7 TR FER 
this Act of his, ſo contrary to his Nature, muſt have 
been cauſ'd by ſome unavoidable Neceflity, 
Ma, Is there no Means yet to preſerve him? _ 
Tie. O that there were! But few Men recover Repu- 
it tation loſt; a Merchant never. Nor would be, I fear, 
bs 1 mould find him, ever be brought to look his | in- 
5 jur'd Maſter in the Face. 
Ma. I fear as much, and therefore would never have 
I Father know it. Tr. 


I... 27 


be found? 


4 - * . 5 
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an Act, worthy ſuch exalted Virtue as Maria's. 
Heaven, in Mercy to my Friend, inſpir d the generous 
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Tr. That's impofhible. 
| Ma. What's the Sum? 
Tr. *Tis conſiderable : Pve mark d, it here, to ſhev/ 


it, with the Letter, to your Father at his Return. 


Ma. If 1 ſhould ſupply the Money, cou'd you ſo 


diſpoſe of that, and the Account, as to conceal this 
unhappy Miſmanagement from my Father ? | 


Tr. Nothing more ealy. But can you intend it? 
Will you fave a helpleſs Wretch from Ruin? Oh! *twere 
Sure 


Thought. 
Ma. Doubt not but I would purchaſe ſo great a 
Happineſs at a much dearer Price, But how ſhall he 


Tr. Truſt to my Diligence for that. In the mean 
Time I'll conceal his Abſence from your Father, or 


|. 1 find ſuch Excuſes for it, that the real Cauſe ſhall never | 
1 be ſuſpected. 


Ma. In attempting to ſave from Shame, one, who 


Wo hope may yet return to Virtue, to Heaven, and 
Von, the only Witneſſes of this Action, I appeal, whe- 
ther I do any thing miſpecoming my Sex and Cha- 
racter. 


Tr, Earth muſt approve the Decd, and Heaven, I 


doubt not, will reward it, 


Ma. If Heaven ſucceeds it, I am well rewarded. 
A Virgin's Fame is ſullied by Suſpicion" s lighteſt Breath: 
And therefore, as this muſt be a Secret ro my Father 


and the World, for BarnwelPs {ake ; ; 7 mine, let it 
. be lo to kim. 


L Bxeunt. 


8CENC II. 
2 Raom in 'Thorowgood's Houſe. 
Enter Lucy and Blunt. 


Lu W ELL! what do you think of Millwoed's 
Conduct now? | 

Blunt. 1 own it is ſurpriſing: I don't know which to 
admite mot, ex feign'd, or his real Paſſions tho' I have 
D3 ſome 
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ſometimes been afraid, that her Avarice wou'd diſcover 


her. But his Youth, and Want of Experience, make 
it the eaſter to impoſe on him. 3 


Lucy. No, it is his Love, To do him Juſtice, not- 


- withſtanding his Youth, he don't want Underftanding, 


But you Men are much eaſier impos'd on in theſe Af 
fairs, than your Vanity will allow you to believe. Let 


me ſee the wiſeſt of you all as much in Love with me, 


as Barnwell is with Millwood, and 1'll engage to make N 


as great a Fool of him. 


Blunt. And all Circumſtances conſider' d, to make as 


much Money of him tos. 


Lucy. I can't anſwer for that. Her Artifice in make - 
ing him rob his Maſter at firſt, and the various Strata- 


gems by which ſhe has oblig'd him to continue that 
_ Courſe, aſtonifh even me, who know her ſo well. 
Blunt, But then you are to conſider, that the Money 
was his Maſter's, | 3 725 


Lucy. There was the Difficulty of it. Had it been 


his own, it had been nothing: Were the World his, 
me might have it for a Smile. But thoſe golden Days 


are gone, He's ruin'd, and Mil}avood*s Hopes of farther 


Profits there are at an End. 


Blunt. That's no more than we all expeted, 
Lucy. Being call'd by his Maſter to make up his 
Accounts, he was forc'd to quit his Houſe and Service, 


and wiſely flies to Mi/iawood for Relief and Entertain- 
ment, | | ee I, 3 


Blunt, T have not heard of this before: How did 


me receive him 


Lucy. As you wou'd expect. She wondered what he 


meant; was aſtoniſh'd at his Impudence; an with an 


Air of Modeſty, peculiar to herſelf, ſwore ſo heartily, 
that ſhe never ſaw him before, that ſhe put me out of 


_ Countenance. | 


Blunt. That's much indeed! But kow did Barnwell 
behave ? Ros nk. | 


Lucy. He griev'd, and at length, enrag'd at this 8 
barbarous Treatment, was preparing to be gone; and 


9 making : 


; ike. mol} AÞROCE.; net ws 5. fan vines or Rim, Mia, 
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making towards the Door, ſhew'd a Sum of Money 


Which he had brought from his Maſter's, * laſt he is 


ever like to have from thence. 
Blunt, But then Millwoot 13 
Lucy. Ay ſhe, with her aſiiat Aditref, rl te 


cher old Arts of lying, ſwearing, and diſſembling; ; hung 


.on his Neck, wept, and ſwore "twas meant in Ky The 


_ .amorous Youth, melted into Tears, threw.the oney in- 


do her Lap, and {wore he had rather die than think. her 


falſe. 


Blunt. Strange Tnfatutation ! = 
Lucy. But what enſu'd was ſtranger Gill. As Doubts 


; and Fears, follow'd by Reconcilement, ever increaſe 
Love, where the Paſſion is ſincere; ſo in him, it caus'd ſo 
pid a Tranſport of exceſſive Fondneſs, ſuch Joy, ſuck 


Grief, ſuch Pleaſure, and ſuch Anguiſh, that Nature 


ſeem'd ſinking with the Weight, and his charm'd Soul 
diſpos'd to quit his Breaſt for hers. 


Juſt then, when 
every Paſſion with lawleſs Anarchy prevail'd, and Rea- 


lion was in the raging Tempeſt loſt, the cruel, artful 
Millwood prevail'd upon the wretched Youth 30 Er omiſe 
hat I tremble but to think on. | 


Blunt, I am amaz*d. What can it ben 
Lucy. You will be more ſo, to hear it is to- attempt 


x Ahe Life of kis neareſt Relation, and ꝓeſt Benefactor 


Blunt. His Uncle? whom we have often heard him 


| ; 2 ak of, as a Gentleman of a. large Eſtate, and Air 


Charakter, in the Country where he lives, 

Lucy. The ſame. She was no ſooner poſſeſſ d. af the 
aſt Et Purchaſe of his Ruin, but her Avarice, inſa- 
tiate as the. Grave, demanded. this horrid Sacriſice. 
Barnwel/'s near Relation, and unſuſpected Virtue my: 
give too eaſy Means to ſeize the good Man's Treaiure: 


f Wboſe Blood muſt ſeal the dreadfyl Secret, end pre vent 
. -the Terrors of ker guilty. Fears. 


Blunt. Is it poſhble the couwd perſwade him to do aN 

AQ like that? He is b Nature boneſt, grateful, com- 
Falſionate, and generous. And tho” his] ye, And ier 
artful Per! 28061 baue wrought him t0 prafiiſe Was 


Athy; 
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what ReluQance he has ſtill comploy'd: So many Tears 
he ſhed ober each Offence, as might, if poſſible, ſancti- 
fy Theft, and make a Merit ofa Crime, 
"Lucy. Tis true, at the naming the Murder of his 
U ncle, he ſtarted into Rage; and breaking from her 
Arms, (where fhe till then had held him with well diſ- 
fembled Love, and falſe Endearments) call'd her cruel, 
Monſter, Devil; and told her ſhe was born for his De- 
Aruction. She thought it not for her Purpoſe to meet 
his Rage with Rage, but affected a moſt paſſionate Fit 
of Grieſ; rail'd at her Fate, and curs'd her wayward 
Stars, that ſtill her Wants ſhou*d force her to preſs him 


o act ſuch Deeds, as ſhe muſt needs abhor, as well az he. 


She told him Neceſſity had no Law, and Love no Bounds; 
that therefore he never truly lov'd, but meant in her 
Neceſſity to forſake her. Then ſhe kneel'd, and ſwore, 
that ſinee, by his Refuſal, he had given her Cauſe to doubt 

his Love, ſne never wou'd ſee him more; unleſs to prove 

it true, he robb'd his Uncle to ſupply her Wants, and 
murder'd him to keep it from Diſcover x. 
Blunt, J am aftoniſh*d! What ſaid het? 
Lucy. Speechleſs he ſtood ; but in his Face you might 
| Have read, that various Paſſions tore his very Soul. Oft 
he in Anguiſh threw his Eyes towards Heaven, and 
ttzen as often bent their Beams on her; then wept, and 
groan'd, and beat his troubled Breaſt; at length, with 
ame to be expreſs d, he cry d, Thou cu rſed Fair! 
have I not given dreadful Proofs of Love? What drew 
me from my youthful Innocence, and ſtain'd my then 
anſpotted Soul, but Love? What caus'd me to rob my 
4orthy, gentle Maſter, but curſed Love? What makes 
me now a Fugitive from his Service, loath*d by myſelf, 
and ſcorn'd by all the World, but Love? What fills my 
Eyes with Tears, my Soul with Torture, never felt on 
this ſide Death before? Why, Love, Love, Love. And 

why, above all, do I reſolve. (for, tearing his Hair, he 
cry'd, Ido reſolve) to kill my Uncle??? 
Blunt. Was ſhe not mov'd & It makes me weep 8 
near the ſad Relation. = OR 


Lucy! 
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Lucy. Yes—with Joy, that ſhe had gain'd her Point. 


She gave him no Time to cool, but urg'd him to at- 


tempt it inſtantly. He's now gone. If he performs it, 


and eſcapes, there's more Money for her; if not, he'll 
ne'er return, and then ſhe's fairly rid of him. | 
lan. T's Time the World were rid of ſuch a 
Monſter. 


lucy. If we don't aſe: our Endeavours to prevent this | 


Murder, we are as bad as ſhe. 


Blunt. I am afraid it is too late. : 
Lucy. Perhaps not: Her Barbarity to Barnwell acked 


me hate her. We have run too great a Length with her 
already. I did not think her, or myſelf fo wicked, as 
I find, upon Reflection, we are. 


Blunt, *Tis true, we have been all too much ſo. But 


there is ſomething ſo horrid in Murder, that all other 
Crimes ſeem nothing when compar'd to that: I wou'd 
not be involy'd in the Guilt of it for all the World, 


Lucy. Nor I, Heaven knows. Therefore let us clear 


- Ourſelves, by doing all that 1s in our Power to prevent 


it. I have juſt thought of a Way, that to me ſeems 


* 
8 
44 
* 
9 * 
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my 


Probable. Will you Join with me to detect this curſed 
+ Defign?. | 


Blunt. With all my Heart. "os who knows of 5 


9 Murder, intended to be committed, and does not diſ. 
cover it, in me Eye of the Law and Reaſon, is a Mur- 
derer. N 


Tuacy. Let us loſe no Time; vn nequaine you with 
dhe Particulars # as We go. [| Exeunt? 
8 CB NE III. 


- 


1 7 alk at fone Diſtance from a 0 ountry Sear. 


Enter Barnwell. 
| Barn A DiGnal-Gloow abſcurce the Face of Day : 


Either the Sun has ſlipt behind a Cloud, er 


4 | $ourneys down the Weſt of Heaven with more than 
common ons, to avoid the SIgAt of wk I'm doom'd 


te 
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to act. Since I ſet forth on this accurs'd Deſign, where 
e*er I tread, methinks, the ſolid Earth trembles beneath 
my Feet. Vonder limpid Stream, whoſe hoary Fall has 
made 2, natural Caſcade, as I paſs'd by, in doleful Ac- 
cents ſeem*d to murmur — Murder The Earth, the 
Air, and Water, ſeem'd concern'd. But that's not 
ſtrange: The World is puniſh'd, and Nature feels a 
Shock, when Providence permits a good Man's Fall. 
Juſt Heaven ! then What fhould I feel for him that 
was my Father's enly Brother, and ſince his Death 
has been to me a Father:? That took me up an Infant 
and an Orphan, -rear'd me with tendereſt Care, and 
ſtill indulg'd .me with moſt paternal Fondneſs ? Yet 
Here I fland his deſtin'd Murderer ? — I ſtiffen 
with Horror at my own Impiety. Tis yet 
unperform'd. What if | quit my bloody Purpoſe, © 
and 15 the Place Going; then fops.] But whi- _ 
ther, O -whither ſhall I fly? My Maſler's once friend- 
Ivy Doors are ever ſhut againſt me; and without Money + 
3228 will never ſee me more; and ſhe has got ſuch 


firm Poſſeſſion of my Heart, and governs there with ; 


Such Feſpotic Sway, that Life is not to be endur'd 5: 
without her. Ay, there's the Cauſe of all my Sin and 
Sorrow: *Tis more than Love, it is the Fever of the 
Soul, and Madneſs of Deſire. In vain does Naturg, 
Reaſon, Conſcience, all oppoſe it; the impetuous Pal 
Son. bears down all before it, and drives me on to Luſt, 
to Theft, and Murder. Oh Conſcience! feeble Guide 
40 Virtue ! Thou only ſhew'ft us when we go aſtray, but 
Wanteſt Power to ſtop us in our Courſe ——— Ha! in 
onder ſhady Walk 1 ſee. my Uncle — He's alone. 
Now for my Diſguiſe—[Pluck out a:Vizor.) This i 16 
his Hour of private Meditation. Thus daily he pre- 
pares his Soul for Heaven, whilſt I — But what have 
c do with Heaven! Ha! No Struggles, Conſcience 


ME ' hence, Remorſe, aud eaPry T; bought that's goed 7 
The Stream, rb began, muſt end iu N 
IE ane Vrear, Aram & Pil, an Exits 
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SCENE IV. 


A cloje Walk in a Nood. 
| Enter Uncle. 


My F 1 were ſuperſtitious, J ſhould fear ſome Dan- 
= ger lurk*d unſeen, or Death were nigh. A 

heavy Melancholy clouds my Spirits. My Imagination 
is fill'd with ghaſtly Forms of dreary Graves, and Bo- 
dies chang'd for Death; when the pale, lengthen'd Vi-. 
ſage attraQs each weeping Eye, and fills the muſing Soul, 
at once, with Grief and Horror, Pity and Averſion. 
I will indulge the Thought. The wiſe Man prepares 

himſelf for Death, by making it familiar to his Mind. 
When ſtrong Reflections hold the Mirror near, and the 
Living in the Dead behold their future Self; how does 


each inordinate Paſſion and Deſire ceaſe, or ficken at 
the View! The Mind ſcarce moves; the Blood, curd- 


ling and child, creeps ſlowly thro' the Veins : Fix'd 


* Fill, and motionlels, we ftand, ſo like the ſolemn Ob- 


jet of our Thoughts, we are almoſt at preſent, what 
we muſt be hereafter ; till e awakes the Soul, 


and ſets it on Enquiry, 


Enter George Barnwell at a Difance. * o Death, p 


thou firange myſterious Power, ſeen every Day, yet ne- 
ver underitood, but by the incommunicative Dead, what 


art thou? T he extenſive Mind of Man, that with a 
Thought circles the Earth's vaſt Globe, ſinks to the 
Center, or aſcends above the Stars, that Worlds exotic 


-Y finds, or thinks it finds, thy thick Clouds attempt to 


paſs in vain : Loſt and bewilder'd in the horrid Gloom, 
defeated ſhe returns mote doubtful than before, of no · 


thing certain, but of Labour loft. 


[ During this Speech, Barnwell ſometimes preſents 
n iftol, and draws it back again. 
Barn, Oh, tis unpoſiible ! [throwing down thePiftol. 
Uncle Harti, and attempts Po draw his Sword, 
Uncle. A Man ſo near me! arm'd and maſqu' d! 
- own: Nay, then there's no Retreat. 
{ luci a Ponyard from his Baſem, and 25 a, 
Ac. 


46 TheLonnox MzRCHANT: Or, 
Uxcle. Oh! ] am ſlain! All gracious Heaven! regard 
the Prayer of thy dying Servant: Bleſs with the choiceſt 
Bleflings my deareſt Nephew, forgive my: Murderers = 
and take my fleeting Soul to endleſs Mercy ! | 
Barnwell throws off his Maſk, runs to him, and 
kneeling ly him, raiſes and chafes him. 
Barn. Expiring Saint! O murder'd, martyr'd Unc 
cle | Lift up your dying Eyes, and view. your Nephew 
in your Murderer ——, do not look ſo tenderly upon 
meſ—— Let Indignation lighten from your Eyes, and 
dlaſt me ere you die.— By Heaven, he weeps in Pity 
of my Woes —— Tears, Tears for Blaod.— The 
wurder'd, in the Agonies of Death, weeps for his Mur- 
derer. O | ſpeak your pious. Purpoſe; pronounce my 
Pardon then, and take me with you — He wou'd, but 
cannot. O why, with ſuch fond AﬀeQion, do. you 
pieſs my murdering Hand ?—W hat ! will you kiſs me 2 
(Barnwell A ies his Uncle, who groans and dies.) Life, 
that hover'd on his Lips, but till he had ſeal'd my Par- 
don in that Kiſs expir'd. He's gone for ever and 
oh ! I follow—— [ Savorrs away upon. bis Unclt s dead © 
Bogy. ] Do 1 ſtill live to preſs the ſuffering Boſom of 


the Earth ?—Do I ſtillbreathe, and taint with my infec- | 


tious Breath the wholeſome Air? Let Heaven {from 
its high Throne, in Juſtice or in Mercy, now look ny. Y 
on that dear murder'd Saint, and me the Murderer 1 
and if his Vengeance ſpares, let Pity ſtrike, and end my 
| wretched Being! Murder, the worſt of Crimes, and 
Parricide, the worſt of Murders, and this is the worſt of 
Parricides. Cain, who ſtands on Record from the Birth 
of Time, and muſt to its lait final Period, as accurs'd, 
ſlew a Brother, favour'd above him: Deteſted Nero, by 
another's Hand, diſpatch'd a Mother, that be fear'd and 


hated : But I, with my own Hand, have murder'd a 


Brother, Mother, Father, and a Friend, moſt loving and 

belov'd.—— This execrable Act of mine, is without 4 

Parallel. O may it ever ſtand alone, the laſt of Mur- | 

ders, as it is the wort ! 

De rich Man thus, in Torment and Diſpair, 
Preferr'd his vain, tut charitagle Pray: 


The 


to e eee, 


as [4 . * 15 2 
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Dye Fool his own Soul loſt, æuou'd fain be wiſe 
For other's Good ; but Hea'n his Suit denies. 
By Laws and Moons avell known we fland or fall, 


Aud one eternal Rule remains for all. 


The End of the Third A CT, 


| SSH 


A c 1 5 IV. 8 C E N E I, 
4 3 in Thorowgood's Houſe, 
Enter Maria. 


N ARI A. 


ATR OW falſely do they judge, who cenſure 
or applaud, as we're afflicted or reward- 
ed here! I know I am unhappy ; yet 
cannot charge myſelf with any Crime, 
Jae more than the common Frailties of our 
Kind, that ſhould provoke juſt Heaven to mark me out 


for Sufferings ſo uncommon and ſevere. Falſly to ac- 
cuſe ourſelves, Heaven muſt abhor. Then it is juſt and 


right that Innocence ſhou'd ſuffer ; for Heaven muſt be 
juſt in all its Ways, Perhaps by that we are kept from 
moral Evils, much worſe than penal, or more inaprov'd 


in Virtue. Or may not the leſſer Ills that we ſuſtain be 


made the Means of greater Good to others? Might all 
the joyleſs Days aud ſleepleſs Nights that I have paſl, 
but purchafe Peace for thee. 

Thou dear, dear Cauſe of all my Grief and Paint 

Small avere the Loſs, and infinite the Gain; 

Tho" te the Grade in ſecret Lowe I pine, 

Seo Life and Fame, and Happine)s were thine, | 

Enter Trueman. 

What News of Bae „ 
*. None: I have ſought him with the great Di- 
. but 2 in vain. 

| Ma, 
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Ma. Does my Father yet ſuſpect the Cauſe of his 
Abſence ? 


Tr. All appear'd ſo juſt and fair to kim; it is not 


poſſible he ever ſhould, But his Abſence will no longer 
be conceal'd, Your Father is wiſe ; and though he 
ſeems to hearken to the friendly Excuſes I would make 


for Barnwell; yet, I arm afraid, he regards them only 


as ſuch, without ſuffering them to influence his Judg- 
ment. 

Ma. How does the unhappy Youth defeat all dur 
Deſigns to ſerve him! Yet J can never repent what 
we have done. Shou'd he return, *twill make his 


Reconciliation with my Father eaſier, and preſerve 
him from future Reproach of a malicious, e 


World. 
Enter Thorowgood and Lucy. 


per. This Woman here has given me a fad, and 
(bating ſome Circumſtances) too probable an Account 7 


of HBarnwelPs Defection. 


Lucy. 1 am ſorry, Sir, that my frank Confefion of 
my former unhappy Courſe of Life, ſliould . you to 


ſuſpect my Truth on this Occaſion. 


Thor. It is not that: Your Confeſſion has in it all the | 


2 
— 
2 

my 
+ 


Appearance of Truth. Among many other Particulars, 


ſhe informs me, that Barnwell has been influenc'd to 


break his Truſt, and wrong me, at ſeveral times, of 


conſiderable Sums of Money, Now, as I know this 
to be falſe, ] wou'd fain doubt the whole of her Rela- | 


tion, too dreadful to be willingly believ'd. 


Ma. Sir, your Pardon ; I find myſelf, on a fadden, . 
ſo indiſpos'd, that J muſt retire. Providence oppoſes al! 
Attempts to ſave him. Poor, ruin'd Barnwell ! Wretch- 
ed, loſt Maria [. Alide. Exit Maria, 
Thor. How am I diftreſs'd on every Side! Pity for 
that unhappy Youth, Fear for the Life of a much va- 
Jued Friend—and then my Child—(the only Joy and 
Hope of my declining Life)) ——her Melancholy in- 
_ creaſes hourly, and gives me painful Apprehenſions of 
er Loſs. — 07 rueman this Perſon informs me, that 
Jour 


—  - 


1 
v 


W 


4 
4 
WF. 
. 


8 be a doing—dreadful Imagination 
done, and we be vainly debating on the Means to pre- 
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your Friend, at the Inſtigation of an impious Woman, 
is gone to rob and murder his venerable Uncle. 


77, O execrable Deed! I am blaſted with the Hor- : 


ror of the Thought. 

Lucy. This Delay may ruin all. 

Thor. What to do or think, I know not: That he 
ever wrong'd me, I know is falſe; the reſt ___ be ſo 
too; there's all my Hope. 

Tr. Truſt not to that ; rather ſuppoſe all true, than 
loſe a Moment's Time. Even now the horrid Deed may 
or it may be 


vent what is already paſt. 
Ther. This Earneſtneſs convinces me, that he knows 


more then he has yet diſcover'd. What ho! without 
there, who waits? [Enter a Servant.) Order a Groom 


to ſaddle the ſwifteſt Horſe, and prepare to ſet out with 
Speed; an Affair of Life and Death demands his Di- 


ligence. [Exit Servant. ] For you, whoſe Behaviour on 
this Occaſion I have no Time to commend as it deſerves, 
I muſt engage yonr further Aſſiſtance; Return and ob- 
eee.rve this Miilauood till I come. I have your Directions, 
and will follow you as ſoon as poſſible. [Exit Lucy. ] 
Trueman, you, Tam yy will not be idle on this Oc- 


. Exit Thorowgood. 
Tr. He only, who 1 is a Friend, can judge of my. 


9 Diſtreſs. 


SCENE II. 
Millwood's How/e. 
Enter Millwood. 


; Mn. - With I ww th Event of his Deſign. The 
ks Attempt withodt Succeſs would ruin him. 
Well! - "ha have I to apprehend from that? I fear too 
much the Miſchief being only intended, his Frien ds 
= thro* Pity of his Youth, turn all their Rage on me, 
- = 1 ſhould have thought of that before. Suppoſe th 


Pee 
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Deed done. Then and then only, I ſhall be hats: 


Or what if he returns without attempting it at all.[ Enter 


Barnwell 5/oody.] But he is here, and I have done him 


wrong. His bloody Hands ſhews he has done the Deed, Z 
but ſhews he wants the Prudence to conceal it. 
Harn. Where ſhell I hide me? Whither ſhall I fly : 


to avoid the ſwift unnerring Hand of Juſtice ? 


Mill. Diſmiſs your Fears: Though Thouſands had 

purſu'd you to the Door, A being enter'd nds you 
have a Cavern, by Art ſa 

cunningly contriv'd, that the piercing Eyes of Je 
and Revenge may ſeek in vain, nor find the Entrance 
to the ſafe Retreat, There will I hide you, if any 
Danger's near. 
Barn. O hide me—from my. ſelf, ii it be poſlible ; 
for while I bear my Conſcience in my Boſom, tho) I 
were hid where Man's Eye never ſaw, nor Light eer 
dawn'd, *twere all in vain, For ob! that immate, that 
| impartial Judge, will try, convia, and ſentence me for 
Murder, and execute me with never- ending Torments. 
Behold theſe Hands! all crimſon'd o'er with my dear 
Uncle's Blood: Here's a Sight to make a Statute ſtart 
with Horror, or turn a living Man into a Statute. _ 
Mill. Ridiculous! Then it ſeems you are afraid of 
_ your own Shadow, or what's lefs than a Shadow, your | 


are ſafe as Innocence. 


Conſcience. 


Barn. Tho! to Man En I did the accurſed AQ . 
what can we hide from Heaven's all-ſeeing Eye? 
Mill. No more of this Stuff. What Advantage may 
yet be made of it? Did you ſecure the Keys of his 


Treaſure, which no doubt were about him. What 


Sold, what Jewels, or what elſe of Value have you 5 
drought me? ” 
Barn, Think you I added Sacrilege to Murder > 
Oh! had you ſeen him, as his Life flow'd from him in a 


crimſon Flood, and heard him praying for me by the 


double Name of Nephew and of Murderer; (alas! alas! 
ke knew not then, that his Nephew was his Murderer) 
how mane you have, vin a, al did, tho? you had had _ 
— S thouſand 1 


alouſy 
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- a thouſand Years of Life to come, to have given themal 
to have lengthen'd his one Hour. But b 

« fled the Sight of what my Hand- had done; nor cou'd 
I, to have gain'd the Empire of the World, have vio. 
| lated by Theft his ſacred Corps 


Mill. Whining, prepoſterous, canting Villain! to 


murder your Uncld, rob him of Life, Nature's firſt, 
- laſt, dear Perogative, after which there's no Injury, 
then fear to take what he no longer wanted, and bring 
to me your Penury and Guilt. Do you think Ill hazard 
my Reputation, nay, my Life, to entertain you? _ 
Barn. O Millwood! —This from thee! — But 1 
have done. If you hate me, if you wiſh me dead, 
then are you happy; for oh! 'tis ſure my Grief will 
quickly end me. . . 
Mili. In his Madnoſs he will diſcover all, and involve 
me in his Ruin. We ere on r Precipice from whence 
there's no Retreat for both 
ſelf. —[Pau/es]—There is no other Wr. — Lis 
dreadful, but Reflection comes too late when Dan 
ger's yreſſing, and there's no Room for Choice. 
I. muſt be done. ¶ Aſide. Rings a Bell. Buter a Cr. 
pant] Fetch me an Officer, aud ſeize this Villain. He 
has coofeſs'd himſelf a Murderer. Should I let him 
eſcape, I might juſtly be thought as bad as he. [Exit 
Serwant.] 5 VVV 
Barn. O Millwood! ſnre you do not, cannot mean 
it. Stop the Meſſenger ; upon my Knees, I beg you'd 
call him back. *Tis fit I die indeed but not by you. I 
will this Inftant deliver my- ſelf into the Hands of Juftice 
indeed Iwill; for Death is all I wiſh. But thy Ingra- 
titude ſo tears my wounded Soul, tis worſe ten thouſand 


Then to preſerve my - 


times than Death with Torture, 


Mili. Call it what you will; I am willing to live, and 
live ſecure, which nothing but your Death can warrant. 
Barn. If there be a Pitch of Wickedneſs that ſeats the 
Author beyond the Reach of Vengeance, you muſt be 
ſecure. But what remains for me, but a diſmal Dun- 
geon, hard galling Fetters, an awful Trial, and an ig- 
nominious Death, juſtly to fall unpity'd and abhorr'd? 
VC _ 7 After 


eing Dead, 1 
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After Death to be ſuſpended betweeu Heaven and Earth 

a dreadful Spectacle, the Warning and Horror ofa ga 
ing Croud! This I cou'd bear, nay wiſh not to avoid, 

had” it but come from any Hand but thine. 

Enter Blunt, Officers and Attendance, 

Mzll. Heaven defend mel Conceal a Murderer! las: 1 
Sir, take this Youth into your Cuſtody. I accuſe him 
of Murder, and will appear to make good my Charge. 

[They ſeize him, 
Bern. To whom, of what, or how ſhall I complain? 
I'll not accuſe her: The Hand of Heaven is in it, and 
this the Puniſhment of Luſt and Parricide. Vet Heaven, 
that juſtly cuts me off, ſtill ſuffers her to live; per- 
haps to puniſh others Tremendous Mercy! So Fiends 
are curs'd with Immortality, to be the E-xecutioners of - 8 


Heaven. 
FBeie avarn'd, ye Youthi, he 1 my Jad Deſpair ; 3 
| A old lewd Women, falſe as they are fair, [ 
* By Reaſon guided, honeft Joys purſue: _ ; 8 | | 


* The Fair, to Honour, and to Virtue true, 
. Faſt to herſelf, will ne er be falſe to ou. . 
By my Example learn to ſhun my Fate 1 
{How auretched is the Man who's wiſe too late 5 ROY 
Ere Innocence, and fame, and Life be loft, 
Here purchaje Wiſdom, cheaply, at my Coſt. 
[Exeunt Barnwell, Officer and attendants. 
N Mill. Wher' 8 Lacy ? Why i is ſhe abſent at ſuch 2 
Vx | Time 9 5 . 
j Blunt. Wou'd I had been ſo too! Lucy will ſoon be 
ö here; and I hope to thy Confaſion, , Devil” En 
{ Mili. Inſolent this to me? V 
Blunt. The worſt that we know of the Devil i is, that * 
| de firſt ſeduces to Sin, and then betrays to Puniſnment. 
[Exit Blunt. 
Milt. They diſapprove of my Conduct then, and 
mean to take this Opportunity to ſet up for themſelves, 
My Ruin is reſolv'd.— I ſee my Danger, but ſcorn 
both it and them ; I was not born to fall by ſuch weak 


Inſtruments, | [6 eing. 
N Enter 23 


/ 


Arts, by which you firſt deceiv*d t 
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 " Eater Thorowgood. = 
br. Where is the Scandal of her own Sex, and 
the Curſe of ours? 
p _ What means this lnſolence ? Whom do you 
cz? 
Thor. Milhwoed. 


Mill. Well, you have found her then. 1 am Mill. 
nucod. 


—_— Then you are the moſt i impious Wretch, that 
5 e er the Sun beheld. 


Mill. From your Appearance, 1 ſhould have expect- | 
ed Wiſdom and Moderation, but your Manners belye 
your Aſpect, What is your Buſineſs here ? 1 know 
you not. 


Ther, Hereafter you may know me better; I am 
| BarnawelPs Maſter. 


Mill. Then you are Maſter to a Villain, which 1 

think, is not much co your Credit. 
Ther. Had he been as much above thy Arts, as my 
Credit is above thy Malice, 1 need not have bluſh'd to 
own him. 5 
Mill. My Arts ! I dowt anderfiand. you, Sir. If 
be has 4 amiſs, what's that to me? Was he my 
Servant, or yours? You ſhould have tavght him bet· 
3 
Ther. Why ſhould 1 wonder to find ſuch uncommon 
Impudence in one arriv'd to ſuch a Height of Wicked -- 
neſs ? When Innocence is baniſh'd, Modeſty ſoon fol- 
lows. Know, Sorcereſs, I'm not ignorant of any of the 
de unwary Youth.. I: 
know how, Step by Step, you've led him on, (reluctant 
and unwilling) from Crime to Crinie, to this laſt horrid-: 
Act, which you contriv'd, and by your curſed. Wiles, c 
even forc'd him to commit. 

Mill. Ha ! Lucy has got the Advantage, and acous'd ; 
me firſt ; Unleſs I can turn the Accufation,. and fix it 
. upon her and Blunt, I am loſt, LA lide. 
| * Ther. Had I known your cruel Defign ſooner, it had 
5 been prevented. To ſee you puniſh'd, as the Law directs, 
3s all that x now remains. Poor Satisfaction for he, in- 


5 En nocent 
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nocent, as he is, compar'd to you, muſt ſuffer too. But 


Heaven, who knows our Frame, and graciouſly diſtin - 


guiſhes between Frailty and Prnſumption, will make a 
| Difference, tho* Man, who ſees not the Heart, only 


' Judges by the outward Action, cannot do it. 


- Mill. 1 find, Sir, we are both unhappy in our Ser- e 
vants. I was ſurpris'd at ſuch ill Treatment without 
Cauſe from a Gentleman of your Appearance, and 


therefore too haſtily return*d it; for which I aſk your 
Pardon. I now perceive you have been ſo far impos'd 
on, as to think me engag'd in a former Correſpondence 


with your Servant, and ſome way or other acceſſary to | 


kis Undoing, 


 __ Ther, I charge you as the Cauſe, the ſole Cauſe of 
all his Guilt, and all his Sufferings, of all he now 

_ endures, aud muſt endure, till a violent and ſhameful 
Death ſhall put a dreadful Period to his Life and Mi- 


ſeries together. 


Mill. Tis very ſtrange. But who's ſecure from Scan- 

dal and Detraction? So far from contributing to his 
Ruin, I never ſpoke to him till ſince that fatal Acci- 

dent, which I lament as much as you. Tis true, I have 


2 Servant, on whoſe Account he has of late frequented 


my Houſe. If ſhe has abus'd my good Opinion of her, 
am I to blame? Has not Barnavell done the ſame by you? 


Thor. I hear you; pray goon. 


Mill. J have been inform'd he had a violent Paſhon 
or her, and ſhe for him; but till now I always thought 
it innocent. I know her poor, and given to expenſive _ 
Pleaſures Now who can tell, but ſhe may have influ 
enc'd the amorous Youth to commit this Murder, to 

| It muſt be ſo. I now 
recollect a thoufand Circumſtances that confirm it. 


ſupply her Excravagancies ? 


I'll have her and a Man-Servant, whom I ſuſpe& as an 
Accomplice, ſecur'd immediately. I hope, Sir, you 
will lay aſide your ill- grounded Suſpicions of me, and 


join to puniſh the real Contri vers of this bloody Deed. 


| 22 a 7% 
Thor, Madam, you paſs not this Way. I ſee yaur 
Deſign, and ſhall protect them from Tour Bn. 


IS — 5 — 2 


— — 8 


done. 


canſt nou call me that. 
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Mill. 1 hope you will not uſe your Influence, and 


the Credit of your Name, to ſkreen ſuch guity Wret- 
ches. Confider, Sir, the Wickedneſs of perſuading a 


| thoughtleſs Youth to ſuch a Crime. 


Thor. I do, 


and of betraying him when it was 


Mill. That which you call betraying lin may con- 


vince you of my Innocence. She who loves him, tho? 


ſhe contriv'd the Murder, would never have deliver'd 


him into the Hands of Juſtice, as I, ſtruck with Hor-- 


ror at his Crimes, have done. 
Thor, How ſhould an unexperienc'd Youth eſcape 


her Snares? The powerful Magick of her Wit and 


Form might betray the Wiſeſt to fimple Dotage, and 
fire the Blood that Age had froze long fince, Even I, 


that with uſt Prejudice came prepar'd, had, by her artful 


Story been deceiv'd, but that my ſtrong Conviction of 


her Guilt, makes even a Doubt mpoſible, Thoſe, whom 


ſubtilly you would accuſe, you know are your Accuſers ; 5 


and (which proves unanſwerably their Innocence and 


your Guilt) they accuſed you before the Deed was done, 


and did all that was in their Power to prevent it. | 
Mill. Sir, you are very hard to be convinc'd ; but 1 
have ſuch a Proof, which, when produe d, will filence 
all Objections. [ Exit Millwood. 


Enter Lucy, Blunt, and Officers, be, 
Lucy. Gentlemen, pray place yourſelves ; fome on 


one Side of that Door, and ſome on the other: Watch 


her Entrance, and act as your Prudence ſhall dirett you. 
This Way, 7 o Thorowgood} and note her Behaviour: 
1 have obſerv'd her, ſhe's driven to the laſt Extremity, 


and is forming ſome SOUS. Reſolution. 1 gueſs at 


her Deſign. 
Re-enter Millwood, wth a Pi TY Trueman fecures ber. 
Tr. Here thy Power of doing Miſchief ends ; de- 


ceitful, cruel, bloody Woman. 


Mill. Fool, Hypocrite, Wu. lan! Thou 


Tr. To call thee Woman, were to wrong thy Sex ; > 


thou Devil 


_ Wil} 


6 ee Lonvox MexcuanT: Oyx, 
Mill. That imaginary Being is an Emblem of thy cur: 
fed Sex collected: A Mirror, wherein each particulas 
Man may ſee his own Likeneſs, and that of all Mankind. 

Ther. Think not by aggravating the Faults of others 
to extenuate thy own; of which the Abuſe of ſuch un- 
common Perfections of Mind and Body is not the leaſt. 

Mill. If ſuch I had, well may I curſe yeur barbarous 
Sex, who robb'd me of em, e'er I knew their Worth; 
then left me too late to count their Value by their Loſs. 

Another and another Spoiler came, and all my Gain was 
Poverty and Reproach. My Soul diſdain'd, and yet 
diſdains Dependance and Contempt. Riches, no matter 


by what Means obtain*d, I ſaw, ſecur'd the worſt of 


Men from both; I found it therefore neceſſary to be rich, 
and to that End I ſummon'd all my Arts, You'll call 'em 
wicked; let them be ſo, they were ſuch as my Conver- 
ſation with your Sex had furniſh'd me withal. 
Tr. Sure none but the worſt of Men convers'd with thee. 
Mill. Men of all Degrees and all Profeſſions I have 
known, yet found no Difference, but in their ſeveral 
Capacities ; all were alike, wicked to the utmoſt of their 
Power. In Pride, Contention, Avarice, Cruelty, and 


Revenge, the reverend Prieſthood were mine unerring 


Guides. From Suburb Magiftrates, who live by ruind 
| Reputations, as the unhoſpitable Natives of Cornauall do 
by Shipwrecks, 1 learn'd, that to charge my innocent 
Neighbours with my Crimes, was to merit their Protec- 
tion; for to ſcreen the Guilty is the leſs ſcandalous, 
when many are ſuſpected; and Detraction, like Dark- 
neſs and Death, blackens all Objects, and levels all Di- 
ſtinctions. Such are your venal Magiſtrates, who favour _ 
none but ſuch as by their Office they are ſworn to pu- 
niſn. With them, not to be guilty is the worſt of Crimes; 
and large Fees, privately paid, are every needful Virtue. 
Thor. Your Practice has ſufficiently diſcovered your 


Contempt of Laws both human and divine; no Wonder 


then that pou ſhould hate the Officers of voth., 
Mill. I know you, and I hate you all; I expect no 
Mercy, and I aſk fot none; I follow'd my Inelinations, 
and that the beſt of you &o every Day. — 
| 1 | We | | —_— 7 
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ſeem alike natural and indifferent to Man and Beaſt, 
who devour, or are devour'd, as they meet with others 
weaker or ſtronger than themſelves. 

75. . What Pity it is, a Mind ſo comprehenſive, da- 
ring, and inquiſitive, ſhould be a Stranger to Religion's 
| ſweet and powerful Charms! 

Mill, 1 am not Fool enough to be an Atheiſt, tho' I 
have known enough of Mens Hypocriſy to make a 
thouſand ſimple Women ſo. Whatever Religion is in 
itſelf, as practis'd by Mankind, it has caus'd the Evils, 
you ſay it was deſign'd to cure. War, Plague, and Fa- 
mine, have not deſtroy' d ſo many of the human Race, 
as this pretended biety has done; and with ſuch barba- 
rous Cruelty, as if the only Way to honour Heaven, 
were to turn the preſent World into Hell. 

Thor, Truth is Truth, tho? from an Enemy, and 
ſpoken in Malice, You bloody, blind, and e 
Bigots, how will you anſwer this? _ | 

Mill. What are your Laws, of which you make your 
Boaſt, but the Fool's Wiſdom, and the Coward's Va- 
lour ; the Inſtrument and Screen of all your Villanies? 


By them you puniſh in others, what you act yourſelves, _ 


or wou'd have acted, had you been in their Circum- 
ſtances, The Judge, who condemns the poor Man for 
being a Thief, had been a Thief himſelf, had he been 
poor. Thus you go on deceiving, and being deceiv'd, 
haraſſing, plaguing, and deſtroy ing one another. But 
Women are your univerſal Prey. 


Women, by whom you are the Source of oy, 
With cruel Arts you 'abour to deftroy ; 
A thouſand Ways our Ruin you purſue, , 
Yet blame in us thoſe Arts firſt taught by you, 

_ Oh ! may from hence each violated Maid, 
By flat ring, faithleſs, Zarb'rous Man hetray 'd, 
When robb'd ef Innocence, and Virgin Fame, 
From your Deftruetion raiſe a nobler Name, 

To right their Sex's Wrongs devote their Mind, 

And ſuture Millwood's prove to plague Mankind. 


The End of the Fourth ACT, 
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ACT V. ScENE I. 
A Roem in a Priſon, 
Enter Thorowgood, Blunt, and Lucy. 

—THOROYC600D:-:. 


has Millavcod been neglected; but ſhe, 


his Afhitance. 


| Lucy. This pious Charity to the Afflicted well becomes 
your Character; yet pardon me, Sir, if I wonder you 


were not at their Trial. 


Thor. I knew it was impoſſible to ſave him; and 
and my Family bear fo great a Part in his Diſtreſs, tat 
to have been preſent wou'd but have aggravated our 


| Sorrows, without relieving his. 


Blunt, It was mournful indeed. Bartels Youth 


and modeſt Deportment, as he paſs'd, drew Tears from 
every Eye. When plac'd at the Bar, and arraign'd 


before the Reverend Judges, with many Tears and in- 
terrupting Sobs, he confeſs'd and aggravated his Offen- 
zes, without accuſing, or once reflecting on Millau, 


the ſhameſul Author of his Ruin. But ſhe, dauntleſs, and 


unconcern'd, ſtood by his Side, viewing with viſible Pride 
and. Contempt the vaſt Aſſembly, who all with ſympa- 


thizing Sorrow wept for the wretched Youth. She, when 


call'd upon to anſwer, loudly inſiſted upon her Inno- 
\ cence, and made an artful, and a bold Defence; but 
finding all in vain, the impartial Jury and the learned | 
Bench concurring to find her Guilty, how did ſhe cure ä 
herſelf, poor Barawel!, us, her Judges, all ns 1 


* 


2} Have recommended to Barnwell a Re- 
AI verend Divine, whoſe Judgment and In- 
27 tegrity Jam well acquainted with. Nor 


| unhappy Woman, ſtill obſtinate, refuſes. 
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But what cou'd that avail ?. She was condemn'd, and i is 


| this Day to ſuffer with him. 


Thor, The Time draws on. I am going to viſit 
Barnwdill, as you are Millwood. | 
Lucy, We have not wrong'd her ; yet I dread this In- 
terview. She's proud, impatient, wrathful, and unfor- 

giving. To be the branded Inſtruments of Vengeance, 5 
to ſuffer in her Shame, and ſympathize with her in all 

| ſhe ſuffers, is the Tribute we muſt pay for our former 

_ Ul-ſpent Lives, and long C -onfederacy with her i in Wick- 


> edneſs. 


__ Ther, Happy for you it ended when it did. What 8 
you have done againſt M://woed I know proceeded from 
2 juſt Abhorrence of her Crimes, free from Intereſt, 


| Malice, or Revenge. Proſelytes to Virtue ſhould be 


encourag d; purſue your purposꝰd Reformation, and 5 


know me hereafter for your Friend. 


Lucy. "Tis a Bleſſing as unhop'd for, as l. | 
But Heaven, that ſnatch*d us from impending Ruin, 
ſure intends you as it's Inſtrument to ſecure us from N 
Apoeſtaſ p. 5 
Thor. With Gratitude to impute your Deere 70 5 
Heaven is juſt. Many leſs virtuouſly diſpos'd than 
> Barnwell was, have never fall'n in the Manner he has 
done. May not ſuch owe their Safety rather to Provi- 
vidence than to themſelves ? With Pity and Compaſſion 
let us judge him. Great were his Faults, but ſtrong 


| was the Temptation. Let his Ruin teach us Diffidence, 


Humanity, and Circumſpection: 3 for if we, who won 


| der at his Fate, had like him en like him per- 5 
yy we Rad fallen. | 


—— a —_—_——_=_= 


SCENE II. 
4 . a Table and Lamp, Barnwell readings. 
Enter Thorowgood at 4 Diftance; 


: 7 bar. | HERE ſee the bitter Fruits of Paſſion's dec 2 5 


teſted Reign, and ſenſual Appetite indulg'd, 
 fevore Refiegions, Fenitence and Tears, rn 


1 1 


mea let, ET SD r p _— 
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Barn. My honoured, injured Maſter, whoſe Goodneſs 


has covered me a thouſand Times with Shame, forgive 
this laſt unwilling Diſrepe& :; Indeed I ſaw you not. 
Thor, *Tis well; I hope you were better employ'd in 


viewing of yourſelf; your Journey's long, your Time 


for Preparation almoſt ſpent. | ſent a Reverend Divine 


to teach you to improve it, and ſhould be glad to hear 
of his Succeſs. 


Barn. The Word of Truth, which he rerommiended 


for my conſtaut Componion in this my ſad Retirement, 
has at length removed the Doubts J laboured under. 
From thence I've learned the infinite Extent of heaven- 


ly Mercy; that my Offences, tho' great, are not un- 


pardonahle ; and that ?tis not my Intereſt only, but my 


Duty, to believe, and to rejoice in that Hope : So ſhall 


| Heaven receivg the Glory, and future Penitents the 
Profit of my Example. 9 | 


Thor. Proceep . 


Barn. *Tis wonderful that Words ſhould charm De. 
ſpair, ſpeak Peace and Pardon to a Murderer's Conſci- 
| ence; but Truth and Mercy flow in every Sentence, at- 
| tended with Force and Energy divine. How fall I de- 
ſeribe my preſent State of Mind? I hope in Doubt, and 
| trembling 1 rejoice, I feel my Grief increaſe, even 


as my Fears give way. Joy and Gratitude now ſupply 


more Tears, then the Horror and Anguiſh of Deſpair _ 
| before. 
Dor. Theſe are the genuine Signs of true Repentance; 


the only Preparatory, the certain Way to everlaſting 


Peace. O the Joy it gives to ſee a Soul form'd and 
| prepar'd for Heaven! For this tbe faithful Miniſter de- 
votes himſelf to Meditation, Abſtinence, and Prayer, 
ſhunning the vain Delights of fenſual Joys, and daily 
dies, that others may live for ever. For this he turns 
the facred Volumes o'er, and ſpends his Life in painful 
Search of Trauth. Thee Love of Riches, and the Luſt 
of Power, he looks upon with juſt Contempt an! De- 
teſtation; he only connts for Wealth the Seuis he 
wins, and his higheſt Ambition is to ſerve Mankind, 
Y; if the Rewerd of all his Pains be to preſerve one _ . 
0M 


d 
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from wandering, or turn one from the Error of his 
Ways, how does he then rejoice, and own his little La- 
bours overpaid? _ | 
Bar. What do I owe for all your generous Kind- 
neſs ? But tho? 1 cannot, * can, and will reward 


vou. 

Thor. To ſee thee thus, is Joy too great for Words: 85 
Farewel. Heaven ſtrengthen: che 
Fare wel. 


| Barn, Ol Sir, thereꝰs ſomething I would fa, if wy 5 
_ fad ſwelling Heart would give me Leave. 
Thor. Give it Vent a while, and try. 
Barn. I had a Friend — 'tis true I am unworthy . | 
yet methinks your generous Example might perſuade 
| Cou'd I not fee him. once, before I go from n 
there's no Retum? 
Ther. He's coming, and as much your Friend as ever; 
Iwill not anticipate his Sorrow); too ſoon he*ll fee the 


ſad Effect of this contagious Ruin, This Torrent of : 


domeſtick Miſery bears too hard upon me. I muſt 
retire to indulge a Weakneſs I find impoſſible to over- 
come. { Afide, } Much lov'd — and much lamented 
| Youth! —Farewel, —— Heaven Rrengthen thee, — 
| Rternally Farewel, _ | 
Barn. The beſt of biden and of MonFarevel. | 
While 1 live, let me not want your Prayers, 35 
Thor. Thou ſhalt not. Thy Peace being made with 
Heaven, Death's already vanquiſh'd. Bear a little 
longer the Pains that attend this tranſitory Life, and 
cCeaſe from Pain for ever. [Exit Thorowgood. 


Barn. Perhaps I ſhall. I find a Power within, that 9 


bears my Soul above the Fears of Death, and ſpight 
of conſcious Shame and Guilt, gives me a Taſte of 
: Pleaſure more than mortal. 

7 Enter Trueman and Keeper. 1 

Keep. Sir, there“ s the Priſoner. {| Exit Ke 
Barn. Ti ueman | ——My Friend, whom I fo wi yd | 
to ſee, yet, now he 5 here, 1 dare not look * bim. 


e | 


E 0 Ben Bere. „ wh | 
3 ; Bars 5 
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Barn. Mercy: Mercy ! gracious Heaven! 7 For 55 
Death, but not for this, I was prepar'd. 
-* Tr. Whaz have I ſuffer d fince I ſaw thee laſt! What 
Pain hath Abſence Sven me But oh ! to ſee thee 
thus 
Barn. 1 know it ia dreadful ! I feel the Anguiſh of 
thy generous Soul: But I was born to murder all 
who love me. [I Both weep, 
Fr. I came not to reproach you ; | thought to bring 
| you Comfort; but I'm deceiv'd ; for I have none to 
give: I came to ſhare thy Sorrow, but cannot bear my 
"OWN, 
Barn. M Senſe of Guilt indeed you cannot know: 
Tis what the good and innocent, like you, can ne'er 
conceive: But other Griefs at preſent I have none, but 
what I feel for you. In your Sorrow I read you love me 
ſtill; but yet, methinks, 'tis frange, when I confider ; 
: what Fam. 
F. No more of chat I: can remember nothing but | 
thy Virtues, thy honeſt, tender Friendſhip, our former 
happy State and preſent Miſery. O! had you truſted 
me, when firſt the fair Seducer tempted vou, all right : 
| have been prevented. - 
Barn. Alas! thou know t not What A Wretch Fre - 
been. Breach of Friendſhip was the firſt and leaſt 
Offence. So far was I loſt to Goodneſs, ſo devoted to 
the Author of my Ruin, that had ſhe inſiſted on my 
| murdering thee, 1 think————1 ſnou d have 
done it. rs 
T. Prithee, aggravate thy Faults no more. | 
Barn. I think I ſhould ! Thus good and generous as 
| you are, I ſhou'd have murder'd you. 
Ty. We have not yet embrac'd, and may be inter- 
| rupted : Come to my Arms. | 
Barn. Never, never will I take "We Joys on Earth; 
never will 1 ſooth my juſt Remorſe. Are theſe honeſt 


Arms and faithful Boſom fit to embrace and ſupport a 


| Murderer ? Theſe Iron Fetters only ſhall claſp, and 
flinty Pavement bear me; [throwing himſelf on the 
Greens] Even theſe too good for ſuch a bloody Menfter. 


Tr. | 
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Tr, Shall Fortune ſever thoſe whom Friendſhip 


Join'd ? Thy Miſeries cannot lay thee ſo low, but Love 


will find thee Here will J offer to ſtern Calami- 
ty ; this Place the Altar, and ourſelves the Sacrifice, 


Our mutual Groans ſhall echo to each other thro! 
the dreary Vault; our Sighs ſhall number the Mo- 


ments as they paſs, and mingling Tears communi- 


cate ſuch Anguiſh, as Words were never made to ex- 


| preſs. 


Bari. Then be it ſo. [Rifin rag. 1 Since you propoſe 


an Intercourſe of Woe, pour all your Griefs into my 


Breaſt, and in Exchange take mine. { Embracing. ] 


| Where's now the Anguiſh that you promis'd ? You've 
taken mine, and made meno Return. Sure Peace and 
Comfort dwell within thoſe Arms, and Sorrow can't 
approach me while lam here. This too is the Work 
of Heaven ; which having before ſpoke Peace and Par- 


don to me, now ſends thee to confirm it. O take, take - 


| ſome of the Joy that overflows my Breaſt. 


Fry. I do, I do. Almighty Power how. haſt tha : 
made us capable to bear at once the Extremes: of Plea- De 


a ſure and of Pain 1 


Enter Keeper 
| Keep, Sir, 3 


5 1 come. | . | | 2 brit Kasper. | 
Barn, Muſt you leave me? Death would ſoon have 


Parted ns for ever, 

. Barewell there®s yet ee Taſk be · 
hind ; Again your Heart mult bleed for others Woes. | 

Barn, Lo meet and part with you I thought was al! 


I had to do on Earth: What 'i is there more tor me to do 


or ſuffe r? 
„ Þ dread to bel! thee, yet it muſt be kad: 
| Marie 


Harn. "Our Maſter's fol and virtuous Daughter ? — 


Fe. The tame. 


Barn, No Misfortune, I hope; has reach*d that love: : 


| h Maid. Preſerve her, Heaven, jrom every ill, to 
ſhew Mankind that Goodnels 1 is your Care. 5 


2 Sp 


295 5 Tr. 
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. Thy, thy Misfortunes, my unhappy Friend, have 


reach'd her. Whatever you and I have felt, and more, 
| x more be poſſible, ſhe feels for you. 


Burn. I know he doth abhor a Lye, and would not 

trifle with his dying Friend. I his is indeed the Bitter - 
nels of Death. — [Afade, 
Tr. You muſt remember, ( for we all obſerv*d it . 


for ſome time paſt, a heavy Melancholy weigh'd her 
down. Diſconſolate ſhe ſeem'd, and pin'd and lan- 
guiſh*d from a Canſe uoknown, till hearing of your 


dreadful Fate, the long ſtifled Flame blaz*d out: She 
wept and wrung her Hands, and tore her Hair, and in the 
"Tranſport of her Grief diſcover'd her own loſt State, 


: whilſt ſhe lamented yours, 


Barn. Will all the Pain J feel refiore thy Eaſe, lovely, 5 
unbappy Maid ? FlVeeping.} Why did you not let me 


die, and never know it? 


Fr. it was impoſlible.. She makes no Secret of ner 735 
aon for you ; ſhe's determin'd to ſee you cer vou 


dic, and waits for me to introduce her. 


[Exit Trucman, 
1 Vain, buſy Thoughts, be Kill ! M hat avails 
it to think on what 1 might have been 5 I now am _ 


what I've made myſelf. _ 
| Enter Trueman with Marks: 


F.. Madam, reluctant 1 lead you to this Aiſmal Scene. 
5 This is the Seat of Miſery and Guilt. Here awful Ju- 
ſtice reſerves her publick Victims, This i is the Entrance 


to ſhameful Death. 


Ma. To this ſad Place then no improper Gueſt, the 

abandon'd, loſt Maria brings Deſpair» And ſee the 
Subject and Cauſe of all this World of Woe. Silent 
and motionleſs he ſtands, as if his Soul had quitted her 


Abode, and the lifeleſs Form alone was left behind; yet 


that ſo perfect, that Beauty and Death, ever at Enmity, 5 


now ſeem united there. 


Barn, J groan, but murmur not. Juſt Heaven! . 


am your own; do with me what you pleaſe. 


Ma. Why are your ſtreaming Eyes full fix d 1 5 
* wo- hone: ſt e the TEG Earch oy Sorrows, _ 


rob 
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rob meof my Due ? Were Happlnefs within your Pow * 

er, you ſhould beſtow it where you e but 1 in 2 880 
ry I muſt and will partake. 

Barn. Oh! ſay not ſo, but fly, abhor and leave me 
to my Fate. Conſider what you are, how vaſt your 
Fortune, and how bright your Fame. Have Pity on 
your Youth, your Beauty, and unequall'd Virtue: 
for which ſo many noble Peers have ſigh'd in vain, 


Bleſs with your Charms ſome honourable Lord. A- 


dorn with your Beauty, and by your Example ro 
prove the Exgliſb Court, that — claims ſuch Merit: 
So ſhall ! quickly be to you——as tho' I had never 
been. 
Ma. When 1 forget you, I muſt be ſo infteed. Ren- 
ſon, Choice, Virtue, all forbid it. Let Women, like 


Millauond, if there are more ſuck Women, ſmile in 


Proſperity, and in adverſity forſake, Be it the Pride 


of Virtue to repair, or partake, the Ruin ſuch have | 


made. 
Tr, Lovely ill. fated Maid! Was chere e ever lch 


generous Diſtreſs before? How muſt this pierce his = 


grateful Heart, and aggravate his Woes ! 


Barn. Ere I knew Guilt or Shame, when Fortune | 


ſmiled, and when my youthful Hopes were in the high- 


ett; if then to have rais'd my Thoughts. to you had 


- beea Preſumption in me never to have been pardon'd, 


_ think how much beneath yourſelf you 28 te ſcend 5 : 


regard me now, 

Ma. Let her bluſh, "who profering Love, invadles 
the Freedom of your Sex's Choice, and meanly ſues 
in Hopes of a Return. Your inevitable Fate hath ren - 


.der'd Hope impoſſible as vain. Then why ſhou'd I rar 


to avow a Paſſion ſo juſt and ſo difintereſted ? 


Tr. It any ſhou'd take Occaſion from Milt -oood" 1 


Crimes to libel the beſt and faireſt Part of the Creation, 


here let them ſee their Error. The moſt diſtant IIopes 
oſ ſuch a tender Paſſion from fo bright a Maid, might 


add to the Happineſs of the moſt happy, and make the 


| gms proud; yet here *Ptis rind in vain: IO! by 
£7 © Ft n _— N the 


I = ores e 0 


re 
* 8 * SIE -— Saf N 


* 
FIR SE 


— . 0 ö — ͤX—=—— — . 
1 — 2 3 — — —— 
n 3 2 e : EL, eb BIR a 


. 
e . « ; 5 $ 
re owt 4s 
36 _ —— — — a dt” — 


1 
1 


10 
8 
* 


Fate 


66 The LONDON 1 + 10, 


the rich Preſent the generous Donor is undone, he on 
whom it is beſtow'd recives no Benefit. 


Barn. So the aromatick Spices of the Eaſt, which 


all the Living covet” and eſteem, are with unayailing 
Kindneſs waſted on the Dead, 


Ma. Yes, fruitlefs is my Love, indy unavailing ail my 


Sighs and Tears, Can they ſave thee from approaching 


Death? From ſuch a Death ?——0O terrible Idea! 
What his her Mifery and her Diſtreſs, who ſees the firſt, 


laſt Object of her Love, for whom alone ſhe'd live, for. 


whom fhe'd die a thoufand thoufand Deaths, if it were 


poſſible, expiring in her Arms! Yet ſhe is happy, when 


compar'd to me. Were Millions of Worlds mine, I'd 


gladly give them in Rxchange for her Condition. The 


moſt conſummate Woe is light to mine. The laſt of 


_. Curtes to other miſerable Maids, is all! a for my Re- . 
lief, and thats deny'd me. 
7 Tr r. Time and Reflections cure all Ils. 8 
All but this. His dreadful Cataſtrophe Virtue | 
bertel abhors. To give a Holiday to Suburb- Slaves, 
and paſling entertain the ſavage Herd, who elbowing each 1 
other for a Sight, purſue and preſs upon him like his 
A Mind with Piety and Reſolution arm'd, 
may {mile on Death: But publick Ignominy, 
everlaſting Shame, Shame, the Death of Souls, to die 
a thouſand Times, and yet ſurvive even Death itſelf 
in never-dying Infamy— 
Can 1 who live in him, and muſt each Hour of my 
| 3 Life, feel all theſe Woes d — 


Is this to be endured ? 


endure this? 
Tr. Grief has ſo impalr'd her Spirits, ths pants, as 


in the Agonies of Death. 


Barn. Preſerve her Heaven, and reſtore her peace, 


nor let her Death be added to my Crimes. [Beit trolls} 
| i am ſummon'd to my Fate. 


Enter Keeper and Officers. 


Keep. Sir, the Officers attend 7. Millavoed i is al- 
ready ſummon'd. 


| Barn. Tell em, I'm ready. And now, my F ciend 
farewell, Lien, ] support and comfort, the bel 


you 


Can [ | 


— 
I 


6—— _— 


| R prepar'd, 
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you can this mourning Fair — No more.— 
Forget not to pray for me. ¶ Turning to Maria.] Would 
von, bright Excellent, permit me the Honour of a 
chaſte Embrace, the laſt Happineſs this World cou'd 
give were mine. {She inclines towards him; they 
embrace.) Exaltsd Goodneſs O! turn your Eyes from 


Earth and me to Heaven, were Virtue like yours, js 


ever heard: Pray for the Peace ot my departing Soul 


Early my Race of Wickedneſs began, aud ſoon I reach'd 


the Summit. Ere Nature has finiſh'd her Work, and 
ſtamp'd me Man, juſt at the Time when others begin to 
ſtray, my Courſe is finiſh'd. Tho“ ſhort my Span of Life 
and few my Days; yet count my Crimes for Years, and 

I have liv'd whole Ages. Thus Juſtice, in Compaſſion 
to Mankind, cuts off a Wretch like me; by one ſuch 
Example to ſecure Thouſands from future Rnin. Ju» 
ſtice and Mercy are in Heaven the ſame: Its utmoſt 
Severity is Mercy to the Whole; thereby to cure Man's 
Folly and Preſumption, which elſe wou*d render even 
infinite Mercy vain and ineffeftual. —{\ 


If any Tenth, Tile goa, is fature Times „ 


Shail mourn my Fate, tho" be abhor my Crimes, 
Or tender Maid, /skt you, my Tale ſhall bear 

Aud to my Sorrows give a pitying Tear; 

To each ſuch melting Eye and throbbing Heart, 
Mou gracious Heaw'n this Benefit impart, 


Newer to know my Gi. It, nor feed my Pain hy 


| Then muſt you own, you ought not to complain, 5 
ace you nor weep, mr ſhall ¶ die in vain, 


 {Fxeunt Barnwell and Officers. 
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SCENE che Las. 


The Place of Exccation. The Gallows and Ladders at 
| the [arther End of the Stage, A Croud of Specta- 


tors. Blunt and Lacy. © 


| Lucy, FAEAVENS! What a Throng! | 3 
AT Blunt, How terrible 1s nd inden thus | 
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| . Support them, Heaven; D thou only canſt fog 


Port them ; all other Help is vain. 


Offcer within. Make: Way chere, make Way, and 
give the Prifoners Room. 


ITucy. They, are her e, Obſerve them well, Ho- 
humbſe and compos*d young Barnwell ſeems! But | 
Millwood looks. wild, ruffled, with Faſion, comfounged BL 


and amaz'd. 


9 fx L q 


E nter Barn well, Millwood; Offeers om PF æecutiorer. 
Barn. See, Millaucod, ſee, our Journey's at an End: 


Liſe, like a Tale that's told, is paſt away. That ſhort, 


but dark and unknown Paſſage ; Death, is all the Space 
"tween us and endleſs Joys, or Woes eternal. 


Mill. Is this the End of all my flattering Hopes? 
Were Youth and Beauty given me for a Curſe, and 
Wiſdom only to enſnare my Rum? They were, they 
were. Heaven, thou haſt done thy worſt, Or, if thou 
haſt in Store ſome untried | ' lague, ſomewhat that's worſe 
than Shame, Deſpair and Death, unpitiy'd Death, con- 
firm'd Deſpair, and Soul confounding Shame ſomething 
that Men and Angels can't deſcribe ; and only Fiends, 
who bear it, can conceive ; now, pour it now on this 
devoted Head, that I may feel the worſt thou canſt in- 


gict, and bid Defiance to thy utmoſt Power, 


Barn. Vet e er we paſs the dreadful Gulph of Death, 5 


yet eꝰer you're plung'd in everlaſting Woe, O bend your 


ſtubborn Knees, and harder Heart, humbly to deprecate 
the Wrath divine. Who knows but Heaven, in your 
_dyin;: Moments, may beſtow that Grace and Money 
which your Life deſpis d! „„ | 
Mill, Why name you Mercy to a Wretch like me ? 
Mercy? 3 Lexond my Hope, and almoſt beyond my VViſh, 
I can't repent, nor ask to be forgiven. 
Faru. O think what tis to be for ever, ever item 


R not with vain Fride oppoſe a Power that's able to 


4% That will deflry me: I feel it will, A De- 


ous. f VVrath 1s Pente, on my bowl. Dorm vg : 


> 
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molten Lead, and Seas of Sulphur, are light to what 1 


feel. 
Bam, O! add not to your vaſt Account Deſpair : $-: 


A Sin more injurious to . than all you have yet 


committed. 
Mill. O! 1 have finn'd beyond the Reach of 


Mercy. 


Barn. O ſay not ſo; tis Blaſphemy to think it. A5 | 


yon bright Root is high er than the Earth, fo and much 


more does Heaven's Goodneſs paſs our Apprehenſion, | 


O what created Being hall preſume to circumicribe 
Mercy that has no Bounds? 


Mill. This yields no Hope. Tho; Pity may be 


boundleſs, yet 'tis free: I was doom'd before the World 
began, 0 endleſs Pains, and thou to Joys eternal. 
Barn. O gracious Heaven extend thy Mercy to her: 


Let thy rich Mercy flow in plenteous Streams to chaſe 


7 her Fears, and heal her wounded Soul. 


Mill. It will not be: Your Prayers are loſt in Air, or 


elſe return'd perhaps with double Bleſſi: — to "ur Bo- 
ſom; They help me not. 


Barn, Vet hear me Mil lauood Kos 
Mill. Away, I will not bear thee : I tel * Youth, 


1 am by Heaven devoted a dreadful Inſtance of its 
Power to puniſh [ Barnwell em te pray, ] If thou 


wilt pray, pray for th. ſelf, not me. How doth his 


" fervent Soul mount with his 'Words, and both aſcend to 
Heaven! that Heaven, whoie Gates are ſhut with a- 
damantine Bars againſt my Prayers, had I the Will to 


pray. I cannot bear it, Sure tis the work of Tor- 


meennts to behold others enjoy that Bliſs which we mak 7 
never taſte, 


| Officer, The utmoſt limit of. your Time's expir d. 
Mill. Encompaſs'd with Horror, whither muſt 1 go? 


I wou'd not live—nor die—Tha: I cou'd ceaſe to be— 
0 ne'er had been! 


Barn. Since Peace and Comfort are deny'd her hrs; y 


may ſhe find Mercy where ſh: leaſt expects it, and 
this be all her ae. From our Ls may all be 


taught | 


ho Dye London MExcnantT:-Or, 
taught to fly the firſt e of Vice; but if 0'er- 


taken 
By firong T cmptation, Weakneſs, or V Surprize, 
Lament their Guilt, and by Repentatce riſe. 
Th' Impenitent alone die unforgin, 
To An; in's like Man, and to forgiwe's like Heavn, 
Enter Trueman. 


Li cy. Hear N Sight! O wretched, wretched £ 
Ice 9 


Tr. How is ſhe diſpos'd to meet tes Fate * 
HPlunt. Who can deſc: ibe unutterable Woe? 


Lucy She goes to Death encompaſs'd with Horror, 
loatking Life, and yet afraid to die: No Tongue can 
tell her Anguiſh and Deſpair, 


77. Heaven be better to her than her Fears May 
ſhe prove a Warning to others, a Monument of Neuer 


in herſelf! | 
Huey. 0 Sorrow inſupportable ! Break, break my 
Heart 55 


„. Tn vain | | Ps | 
With th laing Hcarte, and a. coping Eyes ave he 
A human geu' re Senſe cf others Wee 4/ 
: Unics avi men whet drow their Ruin on, 
And by arvoiding thatm—prevent our (wn 


— 


Fi ine powder'd Sparks, — 
i 7 our bappy Nail. nes Cuctoldl too. 
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Written 1 --- 


COLLE CIBBER, E/, Poet Laureat, 


And ſpoken by Mis, CIBBER, 


07 N c E Fate bas robb'd 1 me of the hapleſs Path, 
For aubom my Heart has hoarded up it's Truth ; 3 


: By all the Laws of Love and Honour, noxo, 
Tin Free again to chaſe — 


=and one of you. e 
Bat fo oft——With Custer firft li round me peep 


5 Maids, in my Caſe, ſhow” d look before they leap. 5 
Here's Choice enough, of various Sorts and Hue, : 7 


The Cit, the Wit, the Rake, cock'd up in Cue, 
7 he fair ſpruce Mercer, and the taauny Jew. | 
Suppoſe I ſearch the ſober GalPry— No; 


7 here's none but Prentices, aud Caclal ir all. a. Rv; 3 5 


Aud theſe, 1 0. are thoſe that make em ſo. 


is Pointing to the Boxes, 
Tis very well, enjoy the Feſt ; But es, 
nay, 1 am told tis true, = 


T? 


EPILOGUE. 


v#?vixt you and them the Diff rence this perhaps, 
The Cit's aſbam'd audeneder bis Duck be trays ; 
But you, when Madam's tripping, let hey fall, 
Cock up your Hats, and take no Shame at all, 
What if \fome fawour'd Poet, I ch et? 
_ - Whoſe Lobt ond Tay hit Laurely at my Feet. 
No—Painted Paſten real Lowe abhori— 
His Flame wwou'd prove the Suit of Creditors. 
Not to detain you then with longer Pauſe, 

In ort, my Heart to this Conclufion draws ; 
Tied it to the Hand that's loudeftin Applanſe. 
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